





CAN GENERATION O RETHINK THE LOGIC OF CAPITALISM? 




















I had always been jealous of ’60s revolutionaries, 
of 60s counterculture itself. Not the late 60s 
summer of love aspect so much, but the real live 
political protest that was so rampant, so mo! 
mental and so life-changing during the fat 
mid-'60s. 
Born in 1969, I missed it all. A lo: 
a strange feeling of always having! b 


either have been Henry Miller 
in the smoky, low-lit Paris of 


up at New York Un 
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My glorious '70s childhood made me believe I could 

be anything I wanted. So, with all the television I had 
watched, and my parents’ love and adulation of Golden 
Age Hollywood actors, I set my sights on a film career. 

In their own way my parents, born in the early-to-mid 405, 
also completely missed the '60s that I had always longed 
for. They were involved with the zeitgeist of the era in an 
entirely different manner. 

My father enlisted in the Navy in 1962 and was almost 
immediately shipped out to Vietnam, eventually heading 
up a Naval intelligence unit. My mother, a working class 
immigrant from Naples, landed on US shores in a boat 
in the mid-'50s. She got her first job at the age of 14. 
Her family’s first US apartment was a walk-up that rent- 
ed for 15 dollars a month. She used to regale me with 
stories of working as a tour guide in Rockefeller Center. 

I especially loved the story about a co-worker, who 
explained to my English-as-a-second-language mother 
that the words “fucking beautiful” were the perfect 
way to describe the New York skyline during one of her 
Sunset Tours. 

My childhood was so perfectly '70s you could have 
framed it: shag carpets, nouveau riche dwellings 
(three in the space of five years, increasing in both size 
and desirability of location), block parties, cocktail parties, 
dinner parties, Charlie's Angels... God. Even now I smile 
recalling it all. 

It was all heavenly until my parents' divorce ruined 
our perfect '70s experience. But my parents' grasp, 


rule and even the final decline of their version of the 
American Dream was so dramatic that I soon became 
jealous of my own lineage. 

My peers, at ages 18, 19, even in college, already seemed 
to be set adrift... There was just something, well, stuck. 

What was left to do? Make money? Have detached sex? 
Get married? Ludicrous! 

I had always yearned for the kind of greatness that is re- 
alized through authentic, lived experience. But what was it? 

My lament: there was no raging, pressing need to 
instill drastic change in the world (although shit was 
happening in every single corner of the earth). 

The early '90s: a failed attempt at acting led me to 
Los Angeles where my mother — in a remarkable second 
act - started her very own nonprofit for at-risk kids and 
families living in shelters. Wow. My mom had never even 
owned a pair of jeans. Our arguments usually centered 
on what outfit I had chosen to wear on any given day. 
But here she was, shuttling homeless kids up to a camp 
in the Malibu Mountains and dealing with dozens upon 
dozens of volunteers at a time. 

She was in the local newspapers, declaring 

"Miracle Needed!" and spearheading a month-long work 
project to renovate an old Boy Scout camp for 33,000 
youths and their parents. 

This extraordinary about-face, this amazing second-act 
triumph, even paired with my father's decline into alco- 
holism and Vietnam-era Post-Traumatic Stress Syndrome 
(PTSS), seemed perfect. In retrospect, it is absolutely per- 
fect in all its beautiful absurdity and rightness. 

But there I was in my mid-20s thinking “now what?” 
Stabs at film, temp jobs, writing... Always a passion to be 
seen. To be understood by something greater than myself, 
to be heard, for God's sake. By whom? I had no real idea... 
But I felt soul-starved. I craved a partner in crime. 

But really, to do what? 

Years pass: two Bush presidencies, one twice in a row. 

But, even though I had been working with my mother 
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and her nonprofit for over a decade, Thad never been 
politically active. 


In fact I was barely politically aware. I did not hear 
Barack Obama speak at the convention. In fact, I was 
nowhere near listening range of that television broadcast. 

Then a friend dragged me to hear Obama speak. I had 
still never even heard of him. But my friend Kathy insisted 
1 go with her to check him out. I was impressed. 

1 signed up at the volunteer table at the entrance and 
began getting calls in the Fall of 07. 

I remember the voice. Sweet, puzzled and faintly 
Midwestern. It was Erin Finley, a 25-year-old Obama 
volunteer, who less than one year later would become 
the Assistant Deputy Field Director of California. She 
asked if I could come to a phone bank training session. 
Tanswered a resounding “yes,” happy to be included. 

I went to meet with them. There were maybe ten peo- 
ple in a cramped room at the farmer's market in West 
Hollywood. A very young, good-looking guy, who I would 
later learn was named B,J. Donovan, sat with me for al- 
most an hour. “I'll do whatever you guys need!" I de- 
clared, not really knowing where this dedication was 
coming from. "But I don't know about becoming a — what's 
` itcalled?— Group Leader." 

They were actively recruiting for Volunteer 
Coordinators and Team Leaders in our respective CDs 
(congressional districts, if you don't, as I certainly didn't, 
know what these are). 

He looked me straight in the eye. “I know you can do 
it, he said. I was 38. BJ. was 25. 

Soon I met the rest of the team: Alek Lev an adorable 
bald man in his mid-30s; Mary Jane “M.J.” Stevenson, in 
her late 305, with twin toddlers and a totally devoted 
husband; James Hansen, a grad student in physics at 
UCLA and a giant pain in the ass (but great maker of 
margaritas, and excellent leader); Jeffalyn Johnson, early 
70s, a former policy analyst in the Carter administration; 
Houston King, hotshot film producer from Alabama, who 
procured everything from office space to phone lines to 
Krispy Kremes for the volunteers. Looking at them - all 
ages, backgrounds, colors — you just knew they kicked ass. 

My whole life changed within weeks. 

I was a new woman! After work, I was going to meet- 
ings, calling volunteers, staffing phone banks. During 
the primaries, I saw the entire staff work their butts 
off. 1 also felt us growing more and more elated. We 
were making something happen, we could make some- 
thing happen! 

It was happening, for God's sake, right before our eyes. 
1 remember driving on the 10 Freeway down to the head- 
quarters in Koreatown, tearfully realizing that we were 
winning Iowa. I burst into the narrow Barack offices just 
in time to watch his speech on TV. 

“Sometimes,” he told us, “we just get to have a night 
like this” 


My eyes welled up again. I looked around at my new 
friends. Everyone was overcome. But we went right back 
into M.J.'s tiny office, pinning the names of Precinct 
Captains on thumbnail-size pieces of paper onto HUGE 
neighborhood maps papering the walls. 

My God, I thought, as I had several million times a day 
since the primaries began, these people don't stop. 

(We did, however, enjoy some nice champagne.) In a way, 
I became one of them. 

My weekends were Obama. My conversations were all 
about Obama. My life, in a matter of weeks, became non- 
stop Barack Obama. 

The day of the February 5th California primaries, my 
five-year-old niece, who was tucked into her car seat 
and painfully bidding me adieu, demanded to know did 

“Barack O win already?" I kissed her on the cheek. “No,” I 
said smiling. “Not yet rabbit.” 

That evening (California lost, of course) was one of the 
most devastating of my entire life. 

Still, I watched with devout fascination as B.J., Shayne 
Adamsky and Taskmaster James hustled out of the Venice 
office right before the polls closed. Even though it was 
glaringly obvious we were losing to Hillary, they went to 
South Central LA to corral some extra votes at the very 
last minute. Meanwhile, Kristin Bungart, Celina Mares, 
Sue Swan and I made endless rounds of last-minute calls 
to California voters in counties where the polls were still 
open, chirping the immortal words “did you remember 
to vote?” 

During the primary season our great enthusiasm grew 
stronger. How did this happen? It just did. 

We knew we had the goods. For once in my life, after 
years of failed attempts, frustration and feeling slighted, 

I found myself not only on the winning team, but a first 
choice pick. We all felt this. We had seen it all from the 
beginning. We were walking our talk collectively for 
once. It was quietly euphoric and the most amazing thing 








was that we had chosen it. We chose ourselves, we chose 
to trust our intuition and we had full belief in our choice 

Obama represented all of it. 

We knew we had our man. 

What was so beautiful about this? Well, although 
Obama has all the "presidential" characteristics - the 
capacity to inspire, the sonorous, soaring voice, the cool, 
soothing nature — we were able to create him in the 
individual image we all needed him to be: someone who 
refused to be victimized, took control of his life and 
became self-realized; someone who lost his way and 
then regained his footing spectacularly; someone who 
was an insider-outsider, both simultaneously smooth 
and authentic. 

To everyone saying we were swilling the Kool-Aid, 
charmed by his very image, I say this: this image was 
ours. It was ours! The idea of racial inequality being 
righted in our lifetimes somehow realized our 
American Dream. 

Obama was quietly, invisibly feeding our souls every 
time he spoke, every time he swallowed his anger for the 


greater good of winning the election, of saving the world. 


My favorite expression of his was "Look..." Instantly, 
he could defuse almost any situation. Like us, we sensed, 
he just wanted to stop the madness, to stop the arguing 
7 and to get shit done. “Enough,” his very essence seemed 
to almost eloquently be demanding. “Enough.” 
So, why am I writing this? To say “thank you.” Not just 
' to Barack Obama, but to my comrades in the campaign 
battle and to the 51 percent of Americans who saw 
themselves in his sweet brown eyes. 





Thank you, thank you all... for finally carrying me 
home, Now that Barack has finally become the president 
it's time for us to remember, as he always reminds us, 
that we have to do the heavy lifting now. Can we do it? 
Do we have revolutionary potential? Well, now that 
I know what it is to feel like a part of something, 

a well-oiled moving part of something; now that I have 
felt my power accessed and utilized; now that my desire 
to do something extraordinary has been realized; now 
that I have finally experienced triumph in the name of the 
greater good, I know that I have experienced revolution. 

We needed to feel a part of something and Barack 
Obama gave us that. Now that he has taken on the 
presidency in the midst of economic, environmental and — 
global turmoil, we have to work with him to try and re- 
store some sanity to this world. 

Bring on your global warming and your economic 
meltdowns... We are ready, my friends. 

For once in my life, I know that I am ready. 


Frances McCaffery lives, writes and works in Santa Monica, CA. 
She is the COO of the Children's Lifesaving Foundation. 


An INTERVIEW. WITH 


MicHAEL HARDT 


Adbusters Contributing Editor Micah White asked Michael Hardt whether he 
thinks Generation O aS revolufionary potential... 





Michael Hardt is an American political phi- 
losopher and literary theorist. His ongoing 
collaboration with Antonio Negri has resulted 
in some of the most exciting books published 
on politics in recent decades. Hardt ond Nagel 
have published three important critiques oF 
late capitalism and globalization: Labor 
of Dionysus: A Critique of the State-Form' 
(1994), Empire (2000) and Multitude: War 
and Democracy in the Age of Empire (2004). 
These three works have been highly praised 
by contemporary activists. Empire, for exam- 
ple, has been hailed as “nothing less than 
rewriting of The Communist Manifesto for 
our time” by the Lacanian philosopher Slavoj 
Žižek. Others have referred to it as “one of 
the most comprehensive theoretical efforts to 
understand globalization.” In the end, Hardt 
and Negri's most important contribution to 
activist praxis may be their promotion of a 
new concept of resistance — articulated in the 
figure of the multitude — that continues to inform 
contemporary debates on activist strategy. 








Of course! 
Wve been really impressed by the activists in North America, 
¡SUS in particular, in the last ten years. | think this younger 
generalion's ability to dispense with notions of purity - moral 
land political purity - is one element that marks an advance 
With respect to the activists of the ‘60s. Contemporary activists 
have been able to recognize how political struggle has to be 
“ШК operation. Their actions involve a new kind of relation- 
Ship to pleasure and desire by translating them into events that 
Gre sometimes carnivalesque and sometimes theatrical. There 
has also been significant decentralization and democratization 
Within the movements themselves. 

бет to me that the young activists that I’ve met in North 
America, Europe and elsewhere all understand the important 
Pelationship between affect and acti . In other words, the 
Young activists of today have completely dispelled an older 
ES of the serious and suffering, ascetic and often sad concept 
Si political militancy. They recognize that an important aspect 
BF political activism is the joy of struggle itself, the joy of polit- 
аап and the joy of communities that are constructed 
Gh political activism. 














Obama's election is, of course, not the end of political 
Struggle or the end of modes of resistance. That is obvious. 
What it does mark is a new context in which struggles can be 
more rational and more productive. The hope is that we won't 
have to engage with the most obvious and stupid struggles 
anymore, like we had to against the Bush regime. You know, 
the quality of one’s enemy has something to do with making 
‘one more or less intelligent. And | think that struggling against 
Bush made us stupid. Because we had to struggle against the 
most obvious of things: against torture, against the occupation 
in Iraq. | hope that we don’t have to struggle against these 
in the years to come. My hope for the Obama presidency is 
that we will be able to focus on struggles that really designate 
a better world. That does not mean utopian aspirations for 
the Obama presidency, but rather utopian aspirations for 
the kind of struggles that can be born under, and sometimes 
against, an Obama administration. | am hoping that the 
activists of Generation O can start from a more reasonable 
and advanced position, which can make their struggles more 
intelligent, productive and aspiring. 
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They tell us, sir, 


that we are weak; unable to cope with so formidable an adversary. 
But when shall we be stronger? Will it be the next week, or the next 
year? Will it be when we are totally disarmed, and when a British 
guard shall be stationed in every house? Shall we gather strength 
by irresolution and inaction? Shall we acquire the means of effectual 
resistance by lying supinely on our backs and hugging the delusive 
phantom of hope, until our enemies shall have bound us hand and 
foot? Sir, we are not weak if we make a proper use of those means 
which the God of nature hath placed in our power. The millions of 
people, armed in the holy cause of liberty, and in such a country as 
that which we possess, are invincible by any force which our enemy 
can send against us. Besides, sir, we shall not fight our battles alone. 
There is a just God who presides over the destinies of nations, and 
who will raise up friends to fight our battles for us. 


From the infamous “Give me liberty or give me death” speech, which Patrick 
Henry delivered to the Virginia Convention in 1775. Based on the power of this 
speech, a resolution was passed to send Virginia's troops to the Revolutionary War. 
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‘The Bolshevik party stormed Petrograd 
in the autumn of 1917 and: succeed- 
ed in overthrowing the Russian 
Provisional Government. The October 
Revolution led to the Russian Civil 
War, which culminated in the defeat 
of Russia’s czarist autocracy and the 
creation of the Soviet Union. 


In what is widely thought to be a 
doctored propaganda photo, Lenin 
addresses a huge crowd in Red Square 
on May Day, 1919. It is believed that 
either the crowd was embellished or 
that Lenin was superimposed against 
the enormous mob. 





Suddenly a noise arose somewhere and began to grow, 
spread and roll ever nearer. And in its multitude of 
sounds, fused into a single powerful wave, we immedi- 
ately sensed something special, unlike the previous 
noises - something final and decisive. It suddenly became 
clear that the end was coming... The noise rose, swelled 
and rapidly swept toward us in a broad wave... 

And poured into our hearts unbearable anxiety, like a 
gust of poisoned air... It was clear: this is the onslaught, 
we are being taken by storm... Defense is useless — sacrifices 
will be in vain... The door burst open... 


Former Minister of Justice of the Russian Provisional Government, 
Pavel Maliantovich, describes the storming of the Winter Palace 
in Witnesses to the Russian Revolution, edited by 
RogerPethybridge, 











not a dinner party or writing an essay or painting a picture or doing 
embroidery; it cannot be so refined, so leisurely and gentle, so temperate, kind, 
irteous, restrained and magnanimous. A revolution is an insurrection, an act of 
which one class overthrows another. 





the peasant movement in Hunan, ү 








The dominant impulse under British rule was that of fear, pervasive, oppressing, 
strangling fear; fear of the army, the police, the widespread secret service, fear of 
the official class; fear of laws meant to suppress, and of prison; fear of the landlord's 
agent; fear of the moneylender; fear of unemployment and starvation, which were 


always on the threshold. It was against this all-pervading fear that Gandhi's quiet 
and determined voice was raised: Be not afraid. 


Jawaharlal Nehru, the first prime minister of independent India. 





Protesting the British Salt Tax, which made it illegal for Indians to sell 
or produce salt, Gandhi and a group of satyagrahis (nonviolent activists) 
embarked on a 240-mile Salt March. Gandhi was arrested after 23 days, 
but the march prompted a series of protests against British colonialism 
throughout the country. 


After India gained independence from 
Britain in 1947, the subcontinent 
was divided into two nations: 
largely Muslim Pakistan and Hindu 
India. After the partition major 
riots broke out along the borders of 
the new countries. 





In May 1968, the Situationist-inspired Paris riots set off “a chain reaction 
„of refusal” against consumer capitalism. Art students demanded the realization| 
# art; music students called for “wild and ephemeral music;” footballers 
kicked out managers with the slogan “football to the football players; 
gravediggers occupied cemeteries; doctors, nurses and the interns at a 
ipsychiatric hospital organized in solidarity with the inmates. For a few weeks, 
millions of people who had worked their whole lives in offices and factories 
broke from their daily routines and... lived. 

alle Lasn, Culture Jam 
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It was an advertisement for fashion designer 
can f I 7 Alexander McQueen and, like many ads these 
days, it showed no product. Instead, rising 
above the pavement was a supersized portrait of a street protest. 
It’s a particular moment: Paris in May of 1968, when students 
and workers took to the streets in a fit of imagination and jury. 
They seized the city and brought down the French government. 


It is gone now, but the image from a billboard 
in my New York City neighborhood haunts me. 


But you don’t need to know the particulars to be moved by 


the image. 


It’s a close-up of a handful of young protesters 
standing in the middle of the street. To the left is a 
row of attractive women in their early 20s, dressed 
with the careless elegance that Parisian women are 
known for. They hold red flags. Some of the poles 
point forward and some back. The flags fill and 
billow out beautifully, as they often do in socialist 
realist paintings. Two young men stand with their 
backs to the women. They too are stylish, wear- 
ing black leather jackets. They raise megaphones to 
their lips, speaking not to the group of spectators 
we see lining the sidewalk, but to a larger, invisible 
audience down the street and presumably around 
the world. 


It’s a striking image - both aesthetically and histor- 
ically - which is no doubt why the agency selected 
it. It bespeaks hip rebellion, today's lingua franca 
of mass consumption. It is the old alchemy of 
advertising: buy this product and you will magically 
become someone else. McQueen’s last design collection 
and ad campaign drew upon the imagery of mods 
and rockers. To move from images of mid-60s 
subcultural rebellion in Britain to late-"60s political 


by Stephen Duncombe 


rebellion in France is just a few short years and 
a hop across the Channel. Time and space and 
ideology are easily transcended by the advertise- 
ments’ appropriation; only the image of rebellion 
remains constant. 


This is nothing new. The culture of rebellion has 
been embraced by the very culture being rebelled 
against for quite some time. Arguably the first 
cultural artifact of modern bohemia, 
Henri Murger's La Vie Bohéme (1849), along with 
its operatic reincarnation as Giacomo Puccini’s 
La Bohéme (1896), was, and still is, wildly popular 
with the very bourgeoisie it criticizes. By 1968 
Columbia Records was selling music with an image 
of young protesters in a jail cell with the tagline 
“But the man can’t bust our music,” and today 
the image of Che Guevara sells everything from 
T-shirts to Swatch watches to Smirnoff vodka. 
Co-opting rebellion is an old story. 


But there is something new about the McQueen 
advertisement. What's being appropriated is not 
just the external image of rebellion, but the rebel's 


What’s being appropriate 
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luring is that 

these young pro- 

testers believe in something. I don’t know 

exactly what they believe - they might be 

chanting Maoist or situationist slogans - but the 
details of what they are saying and protesting are 
largely immaterial. They believe. It’s hard to say 
how I know this. There are signs: the paradisiacal 
smile that lights up the face of the woman to the 
far left; the simultaneously intense and vacant 
eyes of the young woman in the middle whose mouth 
is open mid-chant; the cool confidence of the young 
man in front holding the megaphone like a jazz so- 
loist and clearly knowing that what he has to say 
is bigger than he is. But it’s something more than 
these visual markers. It’s a presence permeating 
the whole image. A presence that reaches out 
through history, past its present appropriation 

on this billboard, and confronts me where I stand. 
I can feel that they believe. 


Advertising - consumer capitalism - desperately 
needs belief. Consumption in this overdeveloped 
world is carried out largely as custom rather than 
the result of any real belief in anything. This is the 
price a system pays for hegemony: once an ideology 
is routinized into everyday behavior, belief is no 
longer an issue. Kevin Roberts, the CEO of adver- 
tising giant Saatchi & Saatchi, recently called for 
companies to move from trademarks to what he 
calls “lovemarks.” According to Roberts, it is only 
by creating brands with “emotional resonance” 
that foster “loyalty beyond reason” that companies 
can hope to stir the sedated psyche of the contem- 
porary consumer. Advertisers fear, with reason, 
that we have become like the zombies in George 
Romero's classic horror flick, Dawn of the Dead, 
who return to wander the shopping mall by sheer 
force of habit. By appropriating the political pas- 
sion of the Parisian protesters, Alexander McQueen 
is attempting to animate dead desire. 


The billboard’s expression - and appropriation - of 
political belief confronts me with my own faith. 


I've built houses in 
Nicaragua, walked 
union picket lines, organized community activist 
groups and shut down cities with mass protests, 
but I can't honestly say that I've ever really 
believed. My activism, like that of so many of my 
generational comrades, was more a reactive, or 
even existential, activism. We acted to hold on to 
what little things we had: community gardens, 
affordable rent and the right to unionize. Or we 
acted because to not act was simply inconceivable, 
it would mean accepting things as they were, and 
we knew something was wrong with the way 
things were. But believe, truly believe, in 
something? I'd be lying if I said I did. 


I don't think I'm alone on the left. Ask liberals in 
the United States today what they believe in. They 
might tell you they want an end to the war in Iraq, 
that they desire universal health care or are in- 
spired by Barack Obama. But these aren't beliefs, 
they're actions, policies and politicians. A belief is 
something like universal peace or a caring society 
or a world with great leaders (or no leaders at all). 
It is only by believing in such grand impossibilities 
that small accomplishments are possible. This is 
why liberals, for nearly two decades now, have 
accomplished nothing. Many contemporary radicals 
are little better. They have grand beliefs but little 
desire to realize what they believe. Doing so would 
jeopardize their outsider status as rebels. As such, 
their belief is in bad faith. 


Believing is what the other side does: the Christian 
fundamentalists who believe in the rapture and the 
righteousness of their cause, the Muslim radicals 
who dream of a Caliphate and a return to Islamic 
law or even the neoconservatives in Washington 
who fantasize about exporting free markets and 
Western culture by force. Belief is also part of the 
uncomfortable heritage of my own side. It was a 
sort of utopian faith that led to the forced collec- 
tivization and brutal public projects that marked 
Stalin’s Soviet Union and Mao’s China. 
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It was a belief in the inevitability of a new world 
that animated the students who protested in Paris 
and so many other places in 1968. Yet when this new 
world failed to appear, that faith passed into the 
illusion of victorious armed struggle in the West 
(the Weather Underground, Brigada Rosa or 
Baader-Meinhof gang) or a pacific retreat to the 
commune. In all these historical narratives, belief 
leads to heaven, the gulag, delusion or isolation. 
This is a history from which I am desperately trying 
to awake. 


Yet without belief can there be any progress? For as 
much as I detest the religious right, I have to admit 
that they've gotten results: their agenda, be it family 
values or the War on Terror, is now America’s agenda. 
We might debate it, fight it or try to 

redefine it, but Ralph Read 
and Osama bin Laden are 
the ones who have defined 
the “it” we react to. And the 
left at its strongest was also 
the left with the strongest beliefs, 

It was the '305 that realized the ideal of 
a modern society that cared for 
all its citizens and the '60s that 
conjured up a culture of indi- 
vidual liberty. Belief motivates. 
It gets you up in the morning and 
headed toward the horizon; it makes 

you act to bring about what you know is impossible. 


I know that belief is necessary to inspire and moti- 
vate, this is what makes it such a hot property for 
advertisers and activists alike, yet I still find it hard 
to believe. Too many of the most atrocious, and just 
plain stupid, events in history have been initiated 
by those who truly believe. Belief is blind. I prefer 
acting in the world with my eyes wide open. 


Can belief and skepticism, rationality and faith, be 
reconciled? I don’t think so, for each cancels the 
other out. Belief is an edifice built upon ephemer- 
alities like hopes and dreams. Rationality demands 
a firm foundation that is constantly tested through 
inspection and deconstruction. Philosopher René 
Descartes found this centuries ago when he fruit- 
lessly tried to prove that God exists. It's also why 
the “logic” of creationists today is so weak when 
Presented in an academic debate or courtroom 
(though a majority of people in the US still believe 
in creationism or its variants). Combine the fiery 
flames of faith and the icy waters of calculation 
and you get a sodden pile of ashes. 


Can belief 
and Skepticism, a critical, provisional 

rationality 

and jaith, be 


reconciled? >: 


Yet every day I carry this warring opposition with- 
in me. I know, for instance, that I am determined 

by my biology, history and ideology, yet I act as if I 
were fully responsible for my actions. When I watch 
reality TV or visit Las Vegas, for example, I know 
that what I am seeing is a staged representation 

of real people or landmarks, but my enjoyment is 
contingent on my feeling as if they are real. I think 
the trick is to possess both belief and skepticism, 
simultaneously, without trying to reconcile the two. 
That is, to exist somewhere in between, resonating 
with both yet never being wholly subsumed by either. 


This isn’t as impossible as it sounds. Irony, for 
example, works this way: it makes a statement of 
belief that can only be understood by not believing 
it. And while irony leads most often to a smirking, 
knowing distance, it does suggest that 
there may be ways to be suspended 
between the poles of 
belief and disbelief: 


and ironic belief. 


We need to believe, but 
we also need to 

remember that 

we are the ones 


constructed (and 
can thus deconstruct and reconstruct) the objects 
and rituals of our belief. This critical belief is the 
nightmare of politicians and advertisers, both of 
whom would rather have us feel loyalty beyond 
reason or express cynical skepticism, as neither of 
these subjectivities demand a self-conscious aware- 
ness that we are the architects of our own ideals. 


I'll probably never have the beatific look of convic- 
tion that lights up the faces of those young protesters 
on the streets of Paris. Nor will I ever share the cer- 
tainties of the skeptic who points out that this bill- 
board image is really just an ad campaign and that 
the photo was probably faked anyway. The belief I 
want to believe in is not easily reducible to a politi- 
cal slogan and doesn’t translate well into religious 
dogma. It'll make a lousy billboard. Maybe for that 
reason alone it’s worth trying. 


Stephen Duncombe is the author of Dream: Re-Imagining 
Progressive Politics in an Age of Fantasy. A lifelong 
activist, he teaches the history and politics of media and 
culture at the Gallatin School of New York University. This 
piece first appeared in Afterimage: The Journal of Media 
Arts and Cultural Criticism, www.vsw.org/afterimage. 


[impotence] 





After Bush was elected in 2000 we lost our spark, our 
spontaneity, our sacred sense of mission. We devolved into 
а bunch of whiners, cowards and knee-jerk naysayers. 
Our books, magazines and intellectual luminaries stopped 
communicating big ideas. We disconnected from our style, 
freedom and self-generated sense of cool and turned into 
‘a bunch of Apollonian logic freaks — caged by our own 
cerebral vigilance. 


Now, in this Obama moment, can we come alive again? 
Can we start taking risks, kicking ass, having fun? 
Can we become spiritually ablaze again? 


Yes we can and we will. But only if we leap over the dead 
body of the old left and never, ever look back. 


Kono Matsu 
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[been answered. Every aspect of my being is always right 
here in front of me. I am my lipstick, my lotion, my 
Deans, my condoms, my condiments - a thousand points of 
light that shine brighter than the stars. God is dead, 
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HE IMAGES IN YOUR MAGAZINE are jarring, 
but | appreciate seeing the truth instead 
of the mainstream media’s hyper-glossed 
antasies. My wife finds the images too dis- 
turbing, especially the wholesale reproduc- 
tions of clearly sexist advertising images of 
women. But this time you have gone too far. 
The picture of Prime Minister Harper smirking, 
on the cover (Adbusters #81, Canadian edition] 
is revolting. It will scare children! 
Dan Lewis 
Tofino, BC 


C OULD YOU PLEASE STOP PLACING David 
Cameron on the front cover of your UK 
edition? That's twice in one year and to be 
perfectly honest, l feel pretty dirty reading a 
magazine with his face on the cover. 
Mark Legate 
via email 


JUST READ YOUR NEWEST ISSUE [Adbusters 

#81] and, while | enjoyed the content, I've 
never seen such disregard for women’s voic- 
es. The cover alone speaks volumes. Nine 
faces, not one of them female. | thought 
society had gotten past using “mankind” as 
a universal term and nominating someone 
as the “Man of the Year.” The only “women” 
visible in your publication are plastic white 
mannequins and some sexualized pre-teens. 
1 know you're trying to make a point, but is 
this it? Women read your magazine too; wom- 
en with brains and hearts and a concern for 
our disintegrating culture. Hello, can you 
hear us? 





Sara Erdmann 
via email 





T HIS IS AN AD | saw on TV the other day: 
a toddler takes his first steps to the 
delight of his parents. He walks outside, down 
the street and over to the local Target store, 
where he meets a group of similarly cute, 
walking toddlers. They proceed into the store 
and wander about in wonder. The ad ends with 
the Target logo and the slogan “Target. The 
first steps to being 100% happy.” Just about 
sums it up, doesn't it? 

Michael Strong 

Perth, Australia. 


ГЇ HANK YOU FOR PUBLISHING SHONAGH 
Strachan's piece on fast food birth 
culture (Adbusters #80). Another frightening 
aspect of today's birth-on-demand culture 
is induction, North American C-section 
rates have doubled thanks to the consistent 
failure of this new “tool.” Giving baby and 
mom drug after drug after drug often turns 
normal births into emergencies. Women con- 
tinually suffer under the illusion that a sur- 
geon will provide the best result. The reality 
is your surgeon will most likely attend your 
birth on his cell phone and have the nurse 
running in and out of the room following his 
orders. Many moms are left to labor alone 
in fear. These “high tech” births are causing 
maternal and infant deaths. 

We can have safer births in our North 
American hospitals by offering women 
drug-free options, by providing water to labor 
or birth in and by replacing the doctor/nurse 
formula with birth coaches or midwives. 

When 1 gave birth to my daughter my ОВ 
made an error in the due date and, thinking 
that my baby was overdue, decided to induce 
her. After dealing with severe postnatal 
depression brought on by the induction drugs 
and a new baby that cried all the time, | de- 
cided to do something about my experience. 
Iwrote a book to alert other women, especially 
my daughter, to the danger lurking in the hos- 
pital corridors. | so appreciate your bringing 
light to this important topic of women’s health 
and the health of our future citizens. 

Gail J. Dahl 
Author of Pregnancy & Childbirth Secrets 





Hm water, while some looked at Dasa 
they were finished looking at the photo- 
ubjects were offered a bottle of water from a 


s “The Brand-ness of Strangers,” 
n Magos zine, Nov. 14. 


TEACHERS! 


Commercial brainwashing is making y 
Unbrand them with the 
Media Empowerment Kit. 


Order it online at adbusters.org or call 
1.800.663.1243 





Sept.22,'R 









I sold a few poem 
and a short story. 
I continue to 


breathe. PASAS 


T hope you're doing well. It's the kind of hope shipwrecked 

sailors have when they wash up on the shore of a foreign place. 
~— I can't imagine what your life is like. I choose to believe that 
it is strange. Tell me so that I can live vicariously. Mine 
of course is Tim Burton strange. My clothes are blue and shabby 
but clean. A lot of the fellows here go to lengths in their 
dress as if it mattered; but I don't care. My pants are worn 
and frayed, my white T-shirts stretched out an grey, and my 
dirty brown boots lock something like a lumberjack's at the 
end of his career. I continue to breathe, life isn't so bad./ 
// /The cellie situation is vastly improved. Let's recap: My 
good cellie, David Berlin, got a single cell, something I can't 
! begrudge, it's so valuable. Privacy! Precious and impossible 
: for me. Then, my San Diego homeboy, Jimmy Hatfield, a self- 
: professed lunatic, Moved in and inmeciately went lunatic, accus- 
ed me of stealing his filthy plastic coffee cup and a 3¢ envelope. He roamed the yard while I was at work and told 
skeptical mutual acquaintances that I was robbing and persecuting him. After a month of dramatic chaos he moved out; 
and Bill Garrett moved in. He seemed like a good fellow even with his 6 boxes of legal problems. Before he moved in 
T advised him that I was an insomiac whoread late into the night. "Fine," Bill said, but within 48 hours it wasn't 
fine and he took to sighing explosively fron 9 p.m. until I turned out the light. He is a light sleeper and my page 
turning kept him awake; he suggested his health was beginning to fail thanks to sleep deprivation. I've heard (or made 
up and have came to believe) that sighing for hours is unhealthy, but he didn't believe me. Bill needs his sleep because 
he is suing every other agency in California for a variety of indignities foisted upon him, He's suing the doctors 
here because they won't give him amphetamine which he thinks will cure his ADD. He has to get up at 5 a.m. (which truly 
didn't bother me)to watch an obscure religious figure in order to gird himself for a day of typing, filing documents 
and locking up obscure case law that supports his insupportable positions. Bill is doing 35 to Life and is convinced 
his legal machinations will soon release him, a common delusion, though a necessary one. One night he asked me what 
kind of job he should get when he's finally released—I suggested he should get a job breaking in other people's shoes. 
An angry Bill said I wasn't taking him seriously, and then he moved out. Then . . „ I luckily met a goofy guy, nothing 
Like me in countless ways, but has a sense of humor about himself, isn't a casetalker, and he has a kitchen job that 
occupies most of his days; neither Bill nor Jimmy worked. However, my new cellies name is Booger. I don't know why 
yet. What's in a name? I don't know. My occasional friend Rich is toying with his name. I got him a job in the library 
and then orchestrated his getting the head clerk job, which I turned down because I prefer to be the Overlord back 
in the stacks. Rich immediately went mad with power, something that happens to convicts often once they begin working 
closely with free staff or the police. A little Stockholm Syndrome I guess. Rich famously came out of the closet about 
3 months into the job, surprising us all; he'd so efficiently portrayed himself as a S.F. stoner partial to women. 
We clash on the subject of his authority (he is only supposed to check out books and run the main computer) because 
he is lording his new (nonexistent) powers over the other librarians. Ultimately, I don't care except that the rest 
of the crew complain to me, saying I've created a Frankenstein, Rich has embraced his feminine side to the point where 
he's started taking hormones, and tells me this as a way of explaining his moodiness. A day later he very tersely tells 
me, "I wish you'd call me by my new name." Puzzled, I say, "I'm sorry?" Too angrily for my tastes, he says, "Му name 
is Feather. Everyone calls me that except you." Three other librarians standing nearby, to a man, say things like, 
"Feather? RIch is Feather? Did you know that?" Rich then yelled at all of us, "My name is Feather!"—"Dude, seriously, 
you've been Rich to me for like a year. 1 had no idea." Angrier yet, he hisses at me, "I'd just like you to give me 
the respect of going by my new name." 1 am nonplussed and momentarily at a loss. Besides the librarians, a half dozen 
patrons are enjoying the wrangle. I finally say, "Alright, fine, I want you to call me Tumbleweed." (which just popped 
out with little thought, but after a couple days with most of the library workers calling me Tumbleweed,I sort of like 
it); and then another worker, Wadley, an odd Muslim man who goes for weeks without talking to anyone, suddenly pipes 
up in his unusual Louisiana accent, "I wanna be Desert Hawk!"; and the 68 year old Mexican, Larry, yells, "My name 
is Boner!" a nickname he's been trying to get us to call him for months. The upshot is that a lot of people here are 
now calling me Tumbleweed. You can call me whatever you want. 
Hypnotically Yours, 


Ж SANY NIA 











HIGH SCHOOL BIOLOGY 
T HERE WAS A LOT OF residential race 
segregation in my hometown so, al- 
though | went to public school, there wasn't 
much social interaction between races. Once 
we were dissecting something in biology class 
and one of the white girls asked whether black 
people have red blood. As the only black per- 
son in the class, | felt obliged to answer. | ex- 
plained to her that "black" blood is actually 
pinker and a little thicker than the blood of 
any other mammal on earth. She believed it 
then and may still. 

Later that semester while we were dissect- 
ing pigs, the teacher and | got into a heated 
argument with some girls who insisted that 
human females don't have clitorises. Although 
we had seen this structure in countless 
other mammals, they swore it didn't exist in 
their own bodies. | was tempted to ask them 
for proof, but realized that not knowing is 
probably their loss. 

Edd 
via email 


FALSE REALITIES 
С ELL PHONE, IPOD, BLACKBERRY, HIGH- 
DEF, GPS, Blu-ray... | don't have any of 
these... | don't want any of these... but, wait, 
suppose I'm stuck on a dark deserted back 
road at 2 am... alone. | need to call my... boy- 
friend, mother, boss, significant other... Oh 
God, no phone, no tracking system, no mu- 
sic- could I be any more helpless? 

No problem. I’m a child of the “бо. | simply 
pull out the old army blanket from somewhere 
in my VW bug, light up a joint and euphorical- 
ly wait out the darkness. Then I start walking. 
Does anyone remember “walking?” 

Phyllis Simons 
Natick, MA 


qe 


BUCKSSTAR COFFEE 


JUST REALIZED THAT | SPEND more of my 

waking life playing video games than any- 
thing else. | play at least eight hours a day. 
I spend more time in completely false realities 
than the one | physically inhabit. | work at a 
consulting firm, conducting quality assurance 
tests for massive gaming companies. 

| often watch in horror as my co-workers 
get up from their testing consoles, bleary- 
eyed and stone-faced, and immediately turn 
on their portable gaming systems. They play 
on their breaks, in the elevator, on the bus, in 
line at the coffee shop... wherever. 

We are living in a world where people in- 
habit solitary, false realities. Xbox, Second Life, 
Facebook... What are these things going to do 
to our ability to communicate authentically? 

l 


Montreal 


I REMEMBER THE OLD DAYS OF MySpace and 
the empowerment | felt when | deleted my 
profile. No more advertisements for Macy's. 
No more notices for penis enlargements in 
my inbox. No more wasted hours. Then | heard 
about this F-word thing. I scoffed. l would nev- 
erjoin. But then | typed the name ofa girl had 
acrush on into a friend's profile. There she was. 
On the F-word. | joined so that I could create 
an excellent profile in order to nonchalantly 
friend-request her. 

‘Two years later she is long gone from my 
life but the F-word remains. 

How had I become a bonafide Facebooker? 
Itjust crept up on me. All that narcissism. All 
those witty comments and uploaded photos. 

Then, Adbusters. Bloody Adbusters. Every 
time I pick up a copy | seem to do some- 
thing. Throw away a pair of sneakers. Defy 
corporations. Delete my Facebook. 

Jess 
Sydney, Australia 














Hey Adbusters, 
In case you haven't already heard, 
a mall has opened in China that sells 
only imposter brands. | think it's fan- 
tastic! | wonder if theirproducts are 
produced under the same conditions 
as their namesakes. 

Steph 


via email 


WAS REALLY DRUNK THE OTHER night and 
pretty lonely. Nothing new, but lately I've 
been noticing how almost every time | go to 
talk with a friend their phone rings, or they 
geta text, or some other bullshit happens and 
I'm left standing there like an asshole wait- 
ing for them to stop interacting with their lit- 
tle piece of plastic and talk to me. I'm getting 
really sick of it. 
Rhett 
via email 


VISUAL MEMES 


VE BEEN READING Culture Jam all day. | just 
gotto page 145, where Richard Grossman, 
former Co-Director of the Program on 
Corporations, Law and Democracy, says: 
“Sovereign people do not beg of, or negotiate 
with subordinate entities which we created — 
sovereign people instruct subordinate entities. 
When a subordinate entity violates the terms 
of its creation, and undermines our ability to 
govern ourselves, we are required to move in 
swiftly and accountably to cut this cancer out 
of the body politic.” | imagine an army of ro- 
bots staring at me. Red glowing eyes, men- 
acing steel skulls, each bearing a different 
corporate logo. Us against The Machines. It 
feels like an epiphany. 
Andy Basement 
Winnipeg, MB 


ү OU GUYS TALK ABOUT USING a corpora- 
tion's size against itself — sounds like ju- 
ju. Jujitsu is formed of two ideograms: ju, 
which can mean suppleness, flexibility, pliancy 
and gentleness, and jitsu, meaning technique 
огап. So, jujitsu means the art of suppleness 
or flexibility. As most students of jujitsu know, 
there is nothing gentle about the martial art. 
What ju is conveying is that jujitsu does not 





Dear Adbusters, 
Here is a picture about global warming featuring an iconic view of Florence, Italy. 





We're a team of architects and designers called Eutropia (we take our name from Calvino's 
Invisible Cities) who live and work in Florence. Our website is www.eutropia-architettura.it. 

I hope you'll enjoy this work and, even though it is a very small thing, | hope it will support 
your cause. 

Ciao! 





Jacopo Carli 
Florence, Italy 


use strength against strength, it uses 
the opponent's strength and force ofat- 
tack as a weapon against him, thus en- 
abling a stronger or bigger attacker to 
be subdued. Jujitsu is one of the most 
complex martial arts there is. It incor- 
porates unarmed strikes, joint locks, 
chokes and throws. 
Anonymous 
via email 


DEGROWTH 


I AM PLEASED THAT YOU MENTION the 
steady state economy and highlight 
Herman Daly’s work in your Big Ideas 
of 2009 issue. Unfortunately, | think the 
steady state economy is a bit out of date. 
Itwas sensible when John Stuart Mill 
promoted it in the 19th century. In 2008, 
however, the economy is already too big. 
Decroissance or "economic degrowth” is 
our only option. For background I sug- 
gest Nicholas Georgescu-Roegen's work 
on thermodynamic laws, Roefi Hueting 
and Nobel prize-winning economist Jan 
Tinbergen’s work on sustainable nation- 
al income or any number of submissions 
to the Economic Degrowth Conference 
in Paris, www.degrowth.net. 
Kealan Gell 
via email 


ОТН MY BROTHER AND | were lucky 
B enough to have chosen Dr. Herman 
Daly's classes when he was a professor 
at Louisiana State University in 1975. Yes, 
the same Louisiana State University that 
spends over $2 million per year on their 
football coach, spends hundreds of mil- 
lions of dollars on seating their sports 
fans and caging their poor decrepit tiger 
mascot and has cemented acres upon 
acres for parking lots. Recognition of 
his cutting edge mind is overdue. 
Congrats to Dr. Daly. 
J.8. 
via email 


A FEW YEARS BACK WHEN | was teach- 
LÀ ing first-year students, | used а 
good bit of your web materials to chal- 
lenge students into thinking about 


the impact of their lives on the world 
around them. Your material does a fine 
job for that. But your list of economists... 
please. There is an entire organization, 
International Association for Feminist 
Economics (IAFFE), full of critics of neo- 
classicism. Many of us were critics be- 
fore the rest of the world had even heard 
of Paul Krugman or Joe Stiglitz. 

But sigh, we are women, so of course 
your long list only includes Marilyn 
Waring. Don't get me wrong, she’s fab. 
But she is not alone! Julie Nelson and 
Neva Godwin come to mind immedi- 
ately as folks pushing the eco-eco con- 
nection. As feminist economists, “true 
cost" is one of our key issues - the price 
of love, a labor of love, money can't buy 
me love - much of what women do is 
outside of the cash economy. 

So, new for 2009: A GENDER 
BALANCED list of economists who share 
your values? 

Susan Feiner 

Professor of Economics and 
Women’s and Gender Studies 
University of Southern Maine 


ONLY IN CANADA 


N HER ARTICLE, “ONLY IN Canada” 

(Adbusters #81], Linda McQuaig 
is quick to point out Prime Minister 
Stephen Harper's apparent shortcom- 
ings. While she claims that Mr. Harper's 
actions are not reflective of Canadians, 
she neglects to mention the recent 
track record of the other parties. In 
the last election, the Liberals were so 
disorganized that they could not put 
together a concrete platform and as a 
result they hold the fewest seats since 
Confederation. Both the Liberals and 
the NDP also lost credibility when they 
decided to join the coalition led by the 
Bloc. How could a party that is willing 
to compromise its political stance for 
a share in a coalition dominated by a 
separatist party claim to have any in- 
tegrity? Maybe the Conservatives were 
the only choice? 

Elliot Pittman 
via email 
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DON’T MISS A 
SINGLE ISSUE! 


UROPEAN POLITICS ARE UNDERGOING AN 
" inspiring shift away from the paradigm 

КИИНИН o f the corporate state. Germany has seen a 
— — ® — surge of support for Die Linke (The Left). The 
new party is co-led by veteran socialist Oskar 











CULTURE OF DEATH / CULTURE OF LIFE Lafontaine, who is well known for attacking 
eae Tere ТҮТҮГҮ big business. Public opinion polls report that 
— = ШЙ two-thirds of Germans support all or part of 
SPIRITUAL POLLUTION the party's platforms. The Dutch Socialist 

THE BIG IDEAS OF 2006 Party is the fastest growing political party in 






= the Netherlands; it’s on the verge of becom- 
lo ing the main opposition on the left. Greece, 


MEME beset with street protests and violence, has 


seen the rapid rise of the Coalition of the 





THE GAME OF LIFE * Radical Left. The Spanish Socialist Workers’ 
Party is in power in Spain. This resurgence is 
CONFLICT RESOLUTION not universal yet, but these shifts toward so- 
cialism are significant. 
Anonymous 
via email 


OOGLING THE WORD “JEW” ADDS to 

Google’s lackluster history of non-cen- 
sorship. The top heading reads “offensive 
Te results” and when you click on it, you are 
2۸ а directed to а Google-sponsored page that de- 
A SLAP IN THE FACE fines the word Јем —and its connotations — as 

discriminatory. 

ALLY DISTORTED INFORMATION Try typing in any other racially charged 
word, such as n*****, s*** and so on. There 
are no Google-sanctioned pages designat- 
ing these words as offensive. | am baffled that 
such obvious and inflammatory words are not 


US VS. THEM labelled, while an inconspicuous word like 

— Jew is. I'm not sure how long this protocol 

NIGHTMÄRES oF REA so has been around, but! have sent an email to 
Google asking them for more information and 

ARE YOU IN DENIAL? why the n-word isn'ta questionably offensive 


term. l've sent a duplicate to the NAACP legal 
complaint department as well. 

Any denial of discourse through censorship 
orverbal manipulation robs the reader of the 
ability to make intelligent decisions. 

Matt 
via email 





N THIS TIME OF SHIFTING paradigms, week- 
ly crises, spirit-busting behavior and an 
uncertain future, itis a joy to read Adbusters. 





Subscribe online Affadbusters.org 


1 find the same spirit in the Burning Man 
festival, which has grown from a couple of 
hundred celebrants in 1986 to an international 
community of tens of thousands of “burners.” 
I thought you might be interested in a few of 
the Ten Principles of Burning Man. 

Gifting: Burning Man is devoted to acts 
of giving. 

Decommodification: Our community 
seeks to create social environments that are 
unmediated by commercial sponsorships, 
transactions or advertising. 

Leaving No Trace: We are committed to 
leaving no physical trace of our activities wher- 
ever we gather. 

immediacy: We believe that immediate 
experience is the most important touchstone 
of value in our culture. 

Keep up the sharp pokes. We will need 
Adbusters for a very long time. 

Brian McCutcheon 
Yellowknife, NT 


HERE IS A QUESTION THAT has been both- 
ering me for quite some time. It's short, 
ple and to the point. | would love to see it 
in print, so here it i 

“Why?” "Why," 1 asked. “Why must l 
destroy their world to survive in mine?” 
lawaited an answer. Heard nothing. And then 
mumbled under heavy breath, “Child, just 
close your eyes.” 








Sheila 
Duluth, MN 


Ry. CRY YOUR EYES OUT for all the starv- 

ing children you can't save. Cry a river for 
the Chinese and Indian rice farmers you can't 
console. Blubber and shudder and let out a 
long sigh for all of those Arab babies you paid 
to have blown to bits. Claw at your face and 
pound your fist onto the nearest surface for 
the deformed South American children rav- 
aged by the effects of illegal pesticides used 
indiscriminately to destroy coca fields. Now 
what have you done? You have cried. Does it 
make you feel better? Does it change anything? 
Does it make someone else's struggle your 
own? When you go about your day, doing the 
same mundane things that you do every sin- 
gle day, think about where your money goes. 











The Blackspot Ут Sneaker 
Nike now owns Converse. Now that you can m 
get real Chucks anymore, go Blackspot. 


% www.adbusters. Ros ie 





Where does your coffee come from? Is that 
really basmati rice or was it grown in Texas? 
Could you have walked to the store just now? 
Was it necessary to burn gas? Isn't there a war 
for oil somewhere? Do your research. Learn 
the difference between free trade and fair- 
trade. Cry. Bawl. Blubber. Shudder. Scream. 
And then WAKE UP!!! 

‘Anonymous 

via email 


ODAY | FELT TERRIBLY DEPRESSED and lost. 

1 felt panic rising from somewhere in 
my stomach up to the little divot in my neck 
below my Adam’s apple. Finally | had to close 
all the shades and lie down. | closed my eyes 
and tried to breathe, but the shame and 
mortification were choking me. | twirled 
through thought after thought trying to re- 
member what | had done to make me feel 
so bad: I'm a bad American, a fool, a noth- 
ing, I'm useless, I'm ignorant and probably 
dangerous. 

Then it occurred to me that | hadn't taken 
my Celexa today. | reached for my bottle and 
took one, Things started to feel okay again af- 
ter an hour. Now| know | am fine justas lam, 
that I'm a good person and that everything's 
okay. How sick is that? 

Lo. 
via email 


There comes a point 
when you can’t laugh it 
off anymore. 


Robert Widestrom 
via email 
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SO THE OTHER DAY I’M UP ON THE TOP FLOOR OF ONE `; 





Я 


OF THOSE SWANK HIGH-RISES ON MICHIGAN AVE., 





just looking at the view, | no- 
tice that on the very top of 
each of the buildings below 
me is a comparatively small 
American flag. But the wind 
at that point is so strong 
that the flags can't. wave, 
They're being shredded by 
the wind. They're fighting 
against themselves and then 
wrapping tightly around 
their poles. 

There's: an apartment 
building across the street 
and as | look into it | notice a 
man sitting by his computer, 
just looking out at the view 
too, But then he stands up 
and | notice that his hands 
are underneath his boxers 
and performing. a motion 
that, even-from far away, I'm 

able to recognize 

77 He performs the motion 
casually, lazily. Hypnotized 
by the buildings, by the 
cold October aif or by the 
simple fote of this ancient 
motion, his hand pumpsup, 
down;-up, down, up while 
“the sky sets behind him: 

He starts to pull his pants 
up and tuck in his shirt 
When stiddenly-he notices 
‚ me. There is a pause as h 








I'm shocked, yet. still staring, 
He leaves, but he comes right back 
and. now he's not wearing pants. 
| can't make-out his face at all, and 
1 hope to God he can't make out mine, 
but he's really going at it now - he's 
pressed up to the window and jack- 
ing off. х 

1 am looking at him intently, but 
then,| sort of back üp and I see the 
entire building, with all the little 
boxes lit like some insane cage-with 
flickering blue lights. Behind that 
Gage is the shadow of other cages 
and the horizon is pink and melting 
into blue with creamy clouds and the 
sun is one big burning nipple in the 
sky,...and within all of this; the two of 
us are locked into each other, 

He starts motioning to me and 
then motioning to his cock - like 
1 should start going at it too, I shake 
my head slightly and try to casually 
walk away, but | can't because I'm 
entranced by this picture, He sees my 
reticence and now, he really wants 
me'to join him = he points at my hand 
and then at my crotch, while furious- 
ly pumping with his other hand, but 
I'm not about to.) turn on my heel to 
leave, but look over my shoulder one 
last time. And that's when | see it... 

The faint outline Of a man, in a 
bright box 50 stories above a con- 
crete street, jacking off. Above rooms 
and rooms of other men who proba- 
bly couldn't afford this view. Some 
businessman or doctor, who I've 
probably waited on, going at it. One 
manicured hand is pumping and the 
other is pressed against the window 


of his $500,000 studio. 
Alone, bringing himself 
to a climax and order- 
ing some girl whose face 
he's never'even seen.to 
get off on it too, and lim 
thinking, " 
"Man, that's it. 
That's ity ^. , PL 
That's the 
2ist-century: 
American dream.” 


Sabrina Chapadjiev is 





eyes catch mine, Another pause, and 
then һе slowly unbuttons his pants 
again with a deliberate hand, slips 
his hand: back under his boxers and 
performs the-motion again, 





a playwright, musician and writer, She is the edi- 
tor of Live Through This: On Creativity and Self- 


- Destruction. RAG her work at sabrinachap com 

















From the advent of the 20th century, “the city” has thoved through an 
aesthetic evolution - each stage tidy, formal and easily classified. First 
came the Chicago School with its neat credo of “form follows function” 
and modernist centralized planning. Then came the Los Angeles School, 
a postmodern coup that directed power away from urban centers to 
outlying suburban sprawls. Now, as the global economy implodes and 
foreclosures skyrocket, the city is evolving once again into an entirely 
new school. But unlike its cool, academic predecessors, this new school `` 
is an anti-school, defined by an impulsiveness and vitality that formal. 
urban planning precludes. Slums vibrate with a kinetic energy that was 
bred out of cities long ago. They develop and exist according to their 
own free-for-all rules. Far from the McMansions and starkitecture that 
are the real urban blight, slums are structures that live and breathe - 
existing in a symbiotic relationship with the everyday life of the dwellers 
within. Now, as the economic landscape darkens, these once marginalized 
and hidden pockets of cities are the new paradigm of our urban future. 








BERNIE DECHANT 





The urban peripheries of Brazil - like many other-metropolises of Latin 
América and the developing world - are spaces inscribed with contradictory * 
experiences of transformation, autoconstructed growth, marġinalitv, class % 
formation, status ambition, modern consumption, land conflict; residential 
illegality, violence and citizenship mobilization. To characterize them as 

-."slums" mass-produced by neoliberal structural adjustments, to see them 

. аз victims of massive relocations and Haussmannizations, dumped onto 

; hazardous sites, while not untrue in a reductive sense, misses all their 

Contradictory - but without doubt creative - vitality. It is after all doubt- 
ful that world capitalism will transform their urban conditions. For that they 
will have to depend more on the forces of their own invention. 





From David Gouverneur ànd Oscar Grauer's "Urban Connectors: Fostering 
a Non-Hierarchical Integration.of Formal and Informal Settlements," * 
Spring/Summer 2008 edition, Harvard Design Magazine. 


ve of fashion, the’ high gossip of competitions or prizes? 
ens when weilose faith in architecture itself, 
gentlemanly sport fo 
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One answer may be found in San Manuel Bueno, 
Mártir, a short novel by the Spanish philosopher 
Miguel de Unamuno, which describes the pre- 
dicament of a rural priest who has lost faith in 
God and the afterlife, but who hides his tragic 
confusion from the simple-minded members 
of his parish community, convinced that their 
religious fictions provide a source of spiritual 
comfort, a sweet shelter he has no right to take 
away. Who but the most hardened soul would re- 
move painkillers from an ailing body? Who but 
the most insensitive shepard would deny conso- 
lation to those who experience life as suffering? 








The story was a favorite of Mircea Eliade; .. 
and it blends well with his own position as an 
historian of religions who is bound to breed 
more than a scrap of skepticism, but who at 
the same time is deeply aware of the stubborn 
roots of faith, the resilience of spiritual existence 
and the wealth hidden under the veil of the 
sacred. In the Western world, the barren land- 
scape of market democracy is leaving a gaping 
hole in hearts and minds that long for non- 
material values. This absence is filled by the 
archaic theocracies апа dumb credos that 
deliver spiritual merchandise or-by the 








comforting pleasures of simulacra and e-fiction. was atic than.immobility and silence. 
“Then what is our role the non-believing If B 'open mike; it will not catch a word, 
or everva hi: 







priests of architecture - in a post-religious 
“world? Must we still perform our routines, 
praise our gods, invoke their protection? Or 
perhaps these hollow. ceremonies are inevitably 














going to be perceived as an:absurd theater N i versidad Politécnica and editor 
of shadows, no more than smoke and mirrors j sAV/Arquitectura Viva. 

on a long-vacated stage? Empty-handed and. 二 icfe first appeared in the 
empty-minded, we stand in front of a vanishing !/ 20% Winter 2008 edition of: 


audience after squandering. our little winning 
streak. And we stay still; When performing 
plays in school, we.were told that nothing 
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Last September Ecuador approved a Ж 


constitutional amendment that pro- P a cham am a hj 


tects the rights of Pachamama, Mother 


Earth. By affirming the rights ofnature, |р g ht $ 


“where life is reproduced and exists,” 
Ecuador is offering the world a way out 
of one of the blindest of the many blind or nature. 


alleys Western thinking has created. 
As the first nation to officially recog- 
nize rights for anything other than hu- 
mans, Ecuador is setting a monumental 3 
precedent in the struggle to protect the world's x 
ecosystems. The constitution compels the state to » 
protect and restore Pachamama and endows every cit- 
izen with the right to demand that she be honored. 

In passing this amendment, Ecuador is calling on the de- 
veloped world to abandon its misguided assumption that it 
deserves a free pass from Pachamama (Gaia, Mother Nature 
or the biosphere if you prefer). Ecuador has also reminded us 
of this fundamental truth: the earth came before us and will 
very likely outlast us. 

This tiny nation has achieved something that no Western 
nation has. It has shown us, in cogent terms fully compatible 
with Western legal platforms, how to reorganize our politi- 
cal institutions in a way that just may give civilization a fight- 
ing chance. 

We've yet to see whether words are able to secure the 
Amazon from oil drills or the Galapagos from sightseers. 
The average lifespan of an Ecuadorian constitution is about a 
decade. But any setbacks will be temporary. If this particular 
legal maneuver doesn’t take root, another will be attempted. 
In the end, nature’s rights will be legally and permanently 
affirmed. The idea will take hold because it is true and it is 
necessary. 

With time it will begin to sink in to our collective Western 
superego that our inherent superiority is a myth. This legal 
breath of fresh air has blown in from a place with few cities – 
a place that is home to both indigenous and mestizo peoples. 
A place that is bold enough to step outside the Western-made 
order and define its own priorities. Now that we've almost 
run out of world to wreck, it's time to follow Ecuador's lead. 

In the 19th century, a Westerner visiting the Galapagos 
Islands unlocked the secrets of evolution and shattered hu- 
manity's homocentric worldview (although many still cling 
to it). Charles Darwin revealed that the iron rule of natural 
selection is “adapt or die.” Now, nearly two centuries later, 
Ecuador has introduced a way for us to evolve: a viable, prac- 
tical means by which to honor the rights of the earth. Let's 
follow the people of Ecuador into this new evolution. Let's 
learn from Pachamama. Е 
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Chris Wood is the author of Dry Spring: The Coming Water 
Crisis of North Americas ki 
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| Enigmatic and reclusive arc L Woods believes that the future will be shaped 
_ by crises: crises of climate, of culture, of conscience. In a landscape ravaged by 
Icatastrophe, Woods sees architecture emerging as a catalyst that enables 
a new world order. 
dresses the voids created by these crises. 
in our structures but in our understanding. 
war and natural disaster demon- 
an be inflicted q 
A upon edifice. In times of chaos our funda- s 
mental cultural tissue is torn apart. 
But it is within these voids. 
physical and psychi 
new meaning can 
be created. 








In the wake of San Francisco's devastating 1989 Loma Prieta earthquake, 
oods designed a conceptual structure to harness energy released from 
seismic events. Here one can see that rather than resisting the movement 
of the earth, the building has heaved forward, bowing its spire to rest on 
the ground. The structure hasn’t crumbled — it ha nsformed into 
something new. Its form now echoes the motion of a tectonic shift. 
Ina series of proposals for damaged buildings in war-torn Sarajevo, 
Woods reimagined the city rather than rebuilding it. Instead of rep. ng 
the damage wrought by artillery shells, he envisioned injecting complete 
structures into buildings’ gaping wounds, These spaces within 
known as freespaces, would have no predetermined meaning and prescribe 
no particular kind of behavior. They would acquire meaning and value 
only as those who inhabited the spaces created new modes of existence 
within. As new meaning is created, the void is filled — not patched so as to 
{cosmetically conceal the catastrophe. The city, like its people, bear 
and scars: new cultural tissue. The creation of new meaning, 
is not only how we heal but how we transcend. 





3 Sarah Nardi 








171999: Woods produced a rendering of lower Manhattan, 
reimagined at some unspecified future date. The:city is 
perched high upon a rocky precipice; the waters:óf the 
Hudson апа East rivers having been:drained below; 

At the site of the World Trade Center; something: has 
clearly transpired; The soaring:lines of steel and'glass 
are gone, leaving a hole in-the skyline where the towers: 
once stood. Debris floats ominously in. the-water nearby. 
Imbued with a stark post-dpocalvptie:stiliness, Woods's 
vision depicts. a radical. reorderingiofthings i in the wake: 
of social and economic upheaval =a future rerniniscent ^ 


of a shipwreck, one in which societal-castawavs piece... 


together а new existence from remnants: of the past. 
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r Saving civilization ssive mobilization. at wartime speed. Ў А 
Z The closest analo the belated US mobilization during World War 1! 
But unlike that chapter in history, in which one country totally restru < 1 
tured its economy, the Plan B mobilization requires decisive action on a k 
lobal scale. 
On the climate front, official tion has now shifted to negotiating a 
mmm Post-Kyoto protocol to reduc on emissions. But that will take years 
We need to act riow. There is si t time for years of negotiations and 
d kem then more years for ratification of another in nal agreeme 
It is time for individual countries to take the initiative on their own 
Former Prime Minister Helen Clark of New Zealand led the way. In late b 
007 she announced that Nev land would boost the renewable 
share of its electricity from 70 percent, mostly hydro and geothermal, to 
90 percent by 2025. The country plans to cut per capita carbon emis 
sions from transport in half by 2040. Beyond this, New Zealand plans to 
umm expand its forested area by some 250,000 hectares by 2020, ultimately 
sequestering roughly 1 million tons of carbon per year 
| We know from our analysis of global warming, from the accelerating А 
deterioration of the economy's eco al supports and from our 
TERA projections of future resource use in China that the Western economic 
> lel - the fossil fuel-based, auto e e away economy- 
> will not last much longer. We need to build a new economy, one that will 
4 be powered by renewable sources of energy, that will have a diversified 
шшш transport system and that ise and re rvthing. 
We can describe this new economy in detail. The question 
` Ө how to get from here to there before time runs out. Сап we reach the 
political tipping points that will enable us to cut carbon emissions before 
we reach th oping points where the melting of the Himalayan T 
glaciers b sible? Will we be able to halt the deforestation Ж 
(9 out, becomes vulnerable to fire and turns UN 
ы into waste с 
announced that we \, А 
F 7 have waited too long to 1 emissions and that the melting of the WE 
^ Greenland ice sheet is irreversible? How would the realization that we are B 
. — responsible for a coming 7-m in sea level and hundreds > 
of millions of refuge ris How would it affect our 
>> If, our sense of w 0 a fracturing of society 
amiliar fracturing of societies along ` 
we respond to our children when they Ш 79% 
l t ve us facing such chaos?” Wf ES 
U) е Civilization 3 M 


















77. Union (France, Benelux, Germany, Scandinavia, Poland jf 
Жапа the old Habsburg domains) has succeeded in ¿E 
A ¿E closing its borders to any further refugees from the 29 
2 ¢..famine-stricken Mediterranean countries. Italy, south $ 
f Rome, has been largely overrun by refugees from 
Jeven harder-hit North African countries and is no & 
„longer part of an organized state, but Spain, Padania & 














remains available for import from any 
source. Uganda's population, 5 mil- 
lion at independence in 1962, reached “F 
5110 million in 2030 before falling back de 



















“(northern Italy) and Turkey have all acquired < to 30 million, and the majority are ыу “© 
nuclear weapons and are seeking (with little 5 severely malnourished. Brazil and). 3 oy" 
Argentina still manage to feed them ; „й 


uccess) to enforce food sharing on the better-fed BEER 
“countries of northern Europe. Britain, which has EF, 


5% managed to make itself just about self-sufficient 2 





ў 
' selves, but Mexico has been expelled ¡uh ir 
^ ¥ from the North American Free Trade Area, 
=" leaving the United States and Canada with £3 2, 
just enough food and water to maintain at ^. 
least a shadow of their former lifestyle: POT 























‘yey Russia, the greatest beneficiary of climate - Aoi ¢ still holding. 
change in terms of food production, is the E 
undisputed great power of Asia. However, the 
reunification of China after the chaos of the ; 
:.2020s and 2030s poses a renewed threat 
to its Siberian borders, for even the much | 
reduced Chinese population of 800 million 
is unable to feed itself from the country's 


, Human greenhouse gas emissions temporar-/ 
ily peaked in 2032, at 47 percent higher ^ 
” than 1990, due largely to the dwindling oil 
= ¿dx supply and the Chinese Civil War. However, . 
: the release of thousands of megatons of HE 
methane and carbon dioxide from the melting 












^ . increasingly arid farmland, which was i _ permafrost in Arctic Canada, Alaska and Siberia 
/ devastated by the decline of rainfall - -, ^ _ has totally overwhelmed human emissions cuts, 
d over the north Chinese plain and the As ^. and the process has slid beyond human ability to 
Á collapse of the major river systems. control. The combined total of human and "neo- `” 
i Southern India is re-emerging as a ^ natural" greenhouse gas emissions continues to rise 
major regional power, but what used - i sa Bet rapidly, and the average global temperature at 
^ -to be northern India, Pakistan and x EM ur the end of the century is predicted to be eight or. 

Bangladesh remain swept by famine x “02% nine degrees Celsius higher than 1990. Er Ji 







and anarchy, due to the collapse of the 
flow in the glacier-fed Indus, Ganges . 
and Brahmaputra rivers and the 
increasingly frequent failure of the 
monsoon. Japan, like Britain, has 
7 withdrawn from its continent and 
7 ў. Jisan island of relative prosperity 

bristling with nuclear weapons. 





From Gwynne Dyer's Climate Wars, which explores 
==! the imminent consequences of climate change-' 
£ declining resources, natural disasters and rampant: 

“epidemics - and how they will restructure the’, 
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The population of the Islamic -< 4 
Republic of Arabia, which had * 
risen to 40 million, fell by half $ 
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vograpbies? Can we resist materi the Bone-erusbing stampedes to Wal-Mart and stop needlessly spending beyond our means? In other words, 


EEE Veras” always be Americas motto? — Dar "Live in Las Vegas No 


MUMBAI, INDIA - In a city of nearly 20 million people where the 
average yearly income is $500 US dollars, a billion dollar private 
skyscraper is being built for the richest man in Asia - with ample 


parking space for his 168 cars. 



















HANNAH STARKEY 
UNTITLED - SEPTEMBER 2003 

2003 

C-PRINT MOUNTED ON ALUMINUM 

48 X 64 INCHES 122 X 162 CM. 

COURTESY THE ARTIST, MAUREEN PALEY, LONDON 
AND TANYA BONAKDAR GALLERY, NEW YORK. 





Owner: Mukesh Ambani, Chairman, Reliance Industries 
Cost: $2 billion 

Height: 173 meters 

Floors: 27 (including 6 floors of parking) 

Helipads: 3 

Staff: 600 

Features: An entertainment floor 

featuring a 65-person movie theater; 3 floors of terrace 
gardens (including an interpretation of the Hanging 
Gardens of Babylon); 2 floors of fitness facilities; a 2-floor 
guest apartment; name is Antillia, after a mythical island 
in the Atlantic associated with blessings and fortune; 
design basis is Vastuu philosophy, building's central 
spine symbolically points up toward enlightenment. 





Listening to an account of theMumbai 
massacre on the radio last November, 
I heard the commentator say that the 
goldfish in the foyer of the Taj Mahal 
hotel were better fed and cared for 
than hundreds of millions of India's 
poor. It was such an unexpected and 
oddly apt observation. . it stayed with 
me for days, adding a new dimension 
to an already overwhelming tragedy. 


Kono 











Deborah Solomon, in the Oct. 31 edition of the New York Times 
Magazine, asked author of The Predator State, James K. Galbraith, 
about the economic crisis. 


Do you find it odd that so few economists foresaw the current 
credit disaster? 

Some did. The person with the most serious claim for seeing it 
coming is Dean Baker, the Washington economist. I saw it 
coming in general terms. 





But there are at least 15,000 professional economists in this 
country, and you're saying only two or three of them foresaw 
the mortgage crisis? 

Ten or twelve would be closer than two or three. 


What does that say about the field of economics, which claims 
to be a science? 

It’s an enormous blot on the reputation of the profession. 
There are thousands of economists. Most of them teach. 

And most of them teach a theoretical framework that has 
been shown to be fundamentally useless. 
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[Alan Greenspan's Perpetual Motion Machine] 


the Federal Reserve, be considered for the Nobel Prize. Not 

for the prize in economics, o field in which Mr. Greenspan 
has shown a very limited grasp, but for the prize in physics. His 
remarkable accomplishment is related to the invention of the 
world’s first perpetual motion machine. Many physicists (and а 
few economists) claim that a perpetual motion machine is impos- 
sible, but Mr. Greenspan simply shrugs them off, retorting that 
their “representation of reality is at fault” and insisting that all 
his speaking engagement fees are paid for in gold. The perpetual 
motion machine, which Mr. Greenspan spearheaded against all 
odds, works according to the following principle 

Countries with substantial trade surpluses with the US (China, 
Japan, Korea) realize the importance of the American morket 
as the outlet for their export-oriented growth model. In order 
to maintain favorable conditions and perpetuate this paradigm, 
these countries have established the largest buyer-financing 
scheme in history, which is putting credit cards to shame. By 
buying American liabilities (mainly bonds and treasuries) the 
flow of capital from Asia has helped maintain the value of the 
US dollar. This - in conjunction with low interest rates pushed 
by the Federal Reserve and lax credit - propelled the inflation 
of American assets, mainly real estate. In view of the growing 
paper value of their assets, consumers have been encouraged 
to borrow against them. Consequently a large share of this 
borrowed money went into consumption. Home equity loans 
were taken to pay for credit cards, which were used to pay for 
cheap imports. 

In addition to his work on the perpetual motion machine, 
Mr. Greenspan's contribution to literature should also be con- 
sidered for this prestigious award. Notably his invention of a 
completely new language called FedSpeak. Linguists are 


| formally propose that Alan Greenspan, former chairman of 





BY DR. JEAN-PAUL RODRIGUE 


consistently amazed by this language's ability to say absolutely 
nothing while maintaining an illusion of substance, authority and 
foresight. FedSpeak has now become the standard language of 
central banks and many governmental agencies. Mr. Greenspan 
is, however, engaged in a legal battle with the estate of the 
novelist George Orwell over allegations that FedSpeak is 
flagrant plagiarism of NewSpeok. 

Following in Greenspan's footsteps, the current Chairman 
of the Federal Reserve, Ben Bernanke, is also fully committed 
to revolutionary advancements in physics. An expert on the 
Great Depression, Bernanke - whose theoretical knowledge 
about economic hard times is becoming more practical with 
each passing day - is expanding the technology of the per- 
petual motion machine with his principle of anti-gravity and is 
currently applying it to financial leveraging (or bailouts), 

If this machine is ultimately successful it will truly be possi- 
ble to create wealth out of thin air and an era of never-ending 
prosperity will unfold. The Central Bank of Zimbabwe, however, 
is contesting Mr. Barnanke’s claim, stating that it has been 
actively involved in the experimentation of this radical technol- 
ogy for several years with stupendous results. But while every 
citizen of Zimbabwe is now a multi-billionaire, nobody is wealth- 
ier for it. When contacted to comment, Mr. Invisible Hand 
stated that contrary to popular and political doctrine, there is no 
free lunch and that people should live within their means, save 
for rainy day and stay away from Ponzi schemes. He also 
stated that currencies are too serious a matter to be left in the 
hands of central banks. 





Dr. Jean-Paul Rodrigue is an Associate Professor at the 
Department of Global Studies and Geography at Hofstra 
University, New York 
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RYAN WALTER WAGNER 


A Crack In Capitalismo’s Facade 


For much of the 2oth century, Latin America was the 
backyard of the stronger, more powerful United States. Any 
Latin American government unfriendly to the neoliberal 
ideology of free trade and privatization could be bullied into 
toeing the party line with the help of CIA-sponsored coups. 
But once the Cold War ended and international organiza- 
tions started frowning on blatant intervention, a new control 
mechanism was needed in the region. Rather than strong- 
arming resistant governments through military might, the 
United States sought control through a Faustian series of 
trade agreements and financial aid. Access to the desir- 
able US market was permitted as long as Latin American 
countries allowed American corporations to operate in 
their territories with complete disregard for labor 
rights or environmental protection. Those countries 
unable to finance their own infrastructure were 
offered financial aid, a euphemism for loans. 

No loan is ever offered free of conditions. 
In the case of international financial aid, coun- 
tries on the receiving end are obligated to 
align their economic and monetary policy to 
strict neoliberal theory. Historically, this so- 
called aid and its totalitarian influence over 
policy has been devastating to Latin American 
countries. Argentina went broke after years of 
artificially tying its peso to the US dollar. Bolivia, 
taking transplanted neoliberal economics to the 
extreme, privatized water in the city of Cochabamba, 
threatening the very subsistence of its own people. 
Venezuela, despite having one of the world’s most profit- 
able oil industries, saw poverty rates skyrocket as the wealth 
concentrated by oil privatization grew. Finally, after de- 
cades of savage capitalism nearly levelled their economies, 
Latin American governments began to act. Argentina kicked 
out the IMF and began an unprecedented economic recovery; 
the water crisis in Cochabamba spurred a regime change in 
Bolivia that culminated in the election of the socially-minded 
Evo Morales; Venezuelan President Hugo Chavez shocked 
the world by reclaiming many of his country’s economic 
assets, nationalizing key industries like oil and cement. 

In December 2008 Ecuador made a stand and joined 
the growing list of countries rejecting capitalist policies. 
Adopting the slogan “life before debt,” President Rafael 
Correa announced that he would follow the recommendation 
of a special audit commission and default on $3.9 billion in 
foreign commercial debts. Declaring the debt not only 
illegitimate but also “immoral,” the president sought to 
assure the world that his decision in no way indicated an 
inability to pay. Ecuador, he maintains, is simply unwilling 
to pay. 

The justification for Ecuador’s massive default: dispro- 
portionate collateral that the country was forced to de- 
posit in the US Treasury, interest rates more than twice as 
high as market rates and an obligation to use 70 percent of 


its oil profits toward debt repayment. Correa also cited a 
presidential commission report that found that previous 
governments had illegally sold Ecuadorian debt to pension 
funds, hedge funds and overseas investors. Pledging to 
divert revenues to the county’s faltering education sys- 
tem and social services, Correa promised to reconcile 
“social debt” before debt to foreign creditors. And though 
the move will undoubtedly invite a backlash from trade 
partners and international organizations, Correa is 
steadfast in his decision. “We are prepared to accept the 
consequences,” he has said, arguing that any loss of in- 
ternational capital will be more than compensated for by 
increased spending in social programs and expanded 
trade within Latin America. 

In choosing to step beyond the paradigm and 
to examine the underlying fundamentals of 
commercial debt, Correa has taken a monumental 
first step in the fight against international usury. 
Ecuador's default has struck a definitive blow 
against savage capitalism and pushed far be- 
yond what other countries in the region have 
accomplished to date. Argentina, Bolivia and 
Venezuela may have taken steps to disentangle 
themselves from neoliberal policies, but they 
have done so from within the system. They have 
all continued to make payments on foreign debt 
and have compensated the multinational corpora- 
tions that were so ceremoniously expelled from the 
region. Only Ecuador is acting preemptively, on а 

matter of principle, and breaking the rules of conduct. 

Ecuador’s act could be the beginning of a revolution 
in which leaders of developing countries realize that their 
obligation is to defend the well-being of citizens and not to 
submit to Western-imposed neoliberalist policy. Ecuador 
may not be wealthy, powerful or even politically relevant 
to most of the developed world, but it is now a beacon of 
strength for the dozens of countries spending more on loan 
interest than on health care and education. By choosing 
people before money and life before debt, Ecuador is begin- 
ning to make cracks in the capitalist system. 

What would happen if this kind of thinking were to 
spread throughout the continent and beyond? Brazil, 
India, Indonesia, Mexico, Nigeria, South Africa, Sri Lanka 
and Turkey are among the world’s most indebted na- 
tions. Imagine if each of them were to follow Ecuador, by 
stepping beyond the paradigm and examining the validi- 
ty and morality of their own debts. Imagine the cracks that 
capitalism would suffer if each of the world’s bonded na- 
tions shook free from the shackles of debt and worked 
together to design a more equitable, just and humane 
system — one in which profits were measured by social 
rather than corporate gains. 


Monica Lopez is the Editor-in-Chief of Mexico Design magazine. 


TACKLING CLIMATE CHANGE AND PROVIDING FUEL FOR 


A GROWING POPULATION SEEMS LIKE AN IMPOSSIBLE 


PROBLEM, BUT AT SHELL WE TRY TO THINK CREATIVELY. 
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Taking on the world’s toughest energy challenges: 










WITH THE SUNLIGHT 
THAT HITS THE EARTH 
IN ONE HOUR, 

WE COULD POWER 
THE WORLD FOR AYEA 


IN THE NEW ENERGY 
H FUTURE, 
IF IT DOESN'T EXIST, WE'LL NEED TO INVENT IT. 
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HEY PRESIDENT OBAMA] 





They've vehemently resisted it throughout their careers, but now Lawrence Summers, 
Nobel Prize winners Paul Krugman and Martin Feldstein and most mainstream economists 
are embracing public spending as a way to repair our broken economy. They say that if we 
pump a few hundred billion dollars into the system and tighten up regulation a bit, consumer 
confidence will start building and we'll pull out of this recession within a year. They warn us 
not to tinker too much with the fundamentals of free market capitalism, pointing out that the 
past 40 years have been some of the most prosperous in history after all. What they don’t point 
out - and don't seem to understand - is that this prosperity came at a staggering price. We got 
rich by violating one of the central tenets of economics: thou shall not sell off your capital and 
call it income. And yet over the past 40 years we have clear-cut the forests, fished rivers and 
oceans to the brink of extinction and siphoned oil from the earth as if it possessed an infinite 
supply. We've sold off our planet’s natural capital and called it income. And now the earth, 
like the economy, is stripped. 

In the aftermath of the market crash of 1929, we were able to recover because we still had 
the earth's natural wealth to fall back on. What have we got now? Derivatives? Oil futures? 
Gold bullion? 

Only a radical rethink of our economic paradigm can save us now. 

Lawrence Summers, Obama’s pick to lead his economic recovery team, has a reputation 
for being an original thinker - an economic wunderkind of sorts - but closer scrutiny reveals 
him to be a traditional thinker still firmly stuck in the past. Just a few years ago, he declared: 

“There are no limits to the carrying capacity of the earth that are likely to bind at any time 
in the foreseeable future. . . There isn’t a risk of an apocalypse due to global warming or 
anything else. The idea that we should put limits on growth because of some natural limit is a 
profound error.” 

Can an orthodox practitioner of neoclassical economics like Summers really be an agent 
of change? Hey President Obama, why are there no seats at your table for true out-of-the-box 
thinkers like Herman Daly, Joshua Farley, Robert Nadeau ond Mathis Wackernagel? 
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An Industrial Strategy 
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Recycle the old sunset industries into 
the new sunrise industries. 


[Tactical Briefing] 


е have reached an impasse. Capitalism as we 
know it is coming apart at the seams. But as 
financial institutions stagger and crumble, 


there is no obvious alternative. Organized resistance is 
scattered and incoherent. The global justice movement 
is a shadow of its former self. For the simple reason that 
it’s impossible to maintain perpetual growth on a finite 
planet, it’s possible that in a generation or so capitalism 
will no longer exist. Faced with this prospect, people's 
knee-jerk reaction is often fear. They cling to capitalism 
because they can't imagine a better alternative. 

How did this happen? Is it normal for human beings to 
be unable to imagine a better world? 

Hopelessness isn't natural. It needs to be produced. 

То understand this situation, we have to realize that the 
last 30 years have seen the construction of a vast bureau- 
cratic apparatus that creates and maintains hopelessness. 
At the root of this machine is global leaders’ obsession 
with ensuring that social movements do not appear to 
grow or flourish, that those who challenge existing power 
arrangements are never perceived to win. Maintaining 
this illusion requires armies, prisons, police and private 
security firms to create a pervasive climate of fear, 
jingoistic conformity and despair. All these guns, 
surveillance cameras and propaganda engines are 
extraordinarily expensive and produce nothing – 
they're economic deadweights that are dragging the 
entire capitalist system down. 

This hopelessness-generating apparatus is responsible 
for our recent financial freefalls and endless strings of 
bursting economic bubbles. It exists to shred and pulver- 
ize the human imagination, to destroy our ability to en- 
vision an alternative future. As a result, the only thing 
left to imagine is money, and debt spirals out of control. 
What is debt? It's imaginary money whose value can 
only be realized in the future. Finance capital is, in turn, 
the buying and selling of these imaginary future prof- 
its. Once one assumes that capitalism will be around for 
all eternity, the only kind of economic democracy left to 
imagine is one in which everyone is equally free to invest 
in the market. Freedom has become the right to share in 
the proceeds of one’s own permanent enslavement. 

Since the economic bubble was built on the future, 
its collapse made it seem like there was nothing left. 

This effect, however, is clearly temporary. If the story 
of the global justice movement tells us anything, it is 
that the moment there appears to be any sort of opening 
the imagination springs forth. This is what effectively 
happened in the late '90s when it looked for a moment 
like we might be moving toward a world at peace. The 
same thing has happened for the last 50 years in the US 








whenever it seems like peace might break out: a radical 
social movement dedicated to principles of direct action 
and participatory democracy emerges. In the late '50s it 
was the civil rights movement. In the late '70s it was the 
anti-nuclear movement. More recently it happened on a 
planetary scale and challenged capitalism head-on. But 
when we were organizing the protests in Seattle in 1999 
or at the International Monetary Fund (IMF) meetings in 
DC in 2000, none of us dreamed that within a mere three 
or four years the World Trade Organization (WTO) 
process would collapse, “free trade” ideologies would 
be almost entirely discredited and new trade pacts like 
the Free Trade Area of the Americas (FTAA) would be 
defeated. The World Bank was hobbled and the power 
of the IMF over most of the world's population was 
effectively destroyed. 

But of course there's another reason for all this. 
Nothing terrifies leaders, especially American leaders, 
as much as grassroots democracy. Whenever a genuinely 
democratic movement begins to emerge, particularly 
one based on principles of civil disobedience and direct 
action, the reaction is the same: the government makes 
immediate concessions (fine, you can have voting rights) 
and then starts revving up military tensions abroad. 
The movement is then forced to transform itself into an 
anti-war movement, which is often far less democratically 
organized. The civil rights movement was followed by 
Vietnam, the anti-nuclear movement by proxy wars in 
El Salvador and Nicaragua and the global justice movement 
by the War on Terror. We can now see the latter “war” for 
what it was: a declining power's doomed effort to make 
its peculiar combination of bureaucratic war machines 
and speculative financial capitalism into a permanent 
global condition. 

We are clearly on the verge of another mass resur- 
gence of the popular imagination. It shouldn't be that 
difficult. Most of the elements are already there. 

The problem is that our perceptions have been twisted 
into knots by decades of relentless propaganda and 

we are no longer able to see them. Consider the term 
“communism.” Rarely has a term come to be so utterly 
reviled. The standard line, which we accept more or less 
unthinkingly, is that communism means state control of 
the economy. History has shown us that this impossible 
utopian dream simply “doesn't work.” Thus capitalism, 
however unpleasant, is the only remaining option. 

In fact, communism really just means any situation 
where people act according to this principle: from each 
according to his abilities, to each according to his needs. 
This is, in fact, the way pretty much everyone acts if 
they are working together. If, for example, two people 


are fixing a pipe and one says “hand me the wrench,” 
the other doesn't say “and what do I get for it?” This is 
true even if they happen to be employed by Bechtel or 
Citigroup. They apply the principles of communism 
because they're the only ones that really work. This is 
also the reason entire cities and countries revert to some 
form of rough-and-ready communism in the wake of 
natural disasters or economic collapse - markets and 
hierarchical chains of command become luxuries they 
can't afford. The more creativity is required and the 
more people have to improvise at a given task, the more 
egalitarian the resulting form of communism is likely 
to be. That's why even Republican computer engineers 
trying to develop new software ideas tend to form small 
democratic collectives. It's only when work becomes 
standardized and boring (think production lines) that 

t becomes possible to impose more authoritarian, even 
fascistic forms of communism. But the fact is that even 
private companies are internally organized according 
to communist principles. 

Communism is already here. The question is how to 
further democratize it. Capitalism, in turn, is just one 
possible way of managing communism. It has become 
increasingly clear that it’s a rather disastrous one. 
Clearly we need to be thinking about a better alternative, 
preferably one that does not systematically set us all at 
each others’ throats. 

All this makes it much easier to understand why 
capitalists are willing to pour such extraordinary 
resources into the machinery of hopelessness. 
Capitalism is not just a poor system for managing com- 
munism, it also periodically falls apart. Each time it does, 
those who profit from it have to convince everyone that 
there is really no choice but to dutifully paste it all back 
together again. 

Those wishing to subvert the system have learned from 
bitter experience that we cannot place our faith in states. 
Instead, the last decade has seen the development of 
thousands of forms of mutual aid associations. They range 
from tiny cooperatives to vast anti-capitalist experiments, 
from occupied factories in Paraguay and Argentina to 
self-organized tea plantations and fisheries in India, 
from autonomous institutes in Korea to insurgent com- 
munities in Chiapas and Bolivia. These associations of 
landless peasants, urban squatters and neighborhood 
alliances spring up pretty much anywhere where state 
power and global capital seem to be temporarily look- 
ing the other way. They might have almost no ideological 
unity, many are not even aware of the others’ existence, 
but they are all marked by a common desire to break 
with the logic of capital. “Economies of solidarity” exist 


by David Graeber 





on every continent, in at least 80 different countries. 
We are at the point where we can begin to conceive of 
these cooperatives knitting together on a global level 
and creating a genuine insurgent civilization. 

Visible alternatives shatter the sense of inevitability 
that the system must be patched together in its pre- 
collapse form - this is why it became such an imperative 
on behalf of global governance to stamp them out (or at 
least ensure that no one knows about them). Becoming 
aware of alternatives allows us to see everything we are 
already doing in a new light. We realize we're already 
communists when working on common projects, already 
anarchists when we solve problems without recourse to 
lawyers or police, already revolutionaries when we make 
something genuinely new. 

One might object: a revolution cannot confine itself 
to this. That's true. In this respect, the great strategic 
debates are really just beginning. I'll offer one suggestion 
though. For at least 5,000 years, before capitalism even 
existed, popular movements have tended to center on 
struggles over debt. There is a reason for this. Debt is 
the most efficient means ever created to make relations 
fundamentally based on violence and inequality seem 
morally upright. When this trick no longer works every- 
thing explodes, as it is now. Debt has revealed itself as 
the greatest weakness of the system, the point where it 
spirals out of control. But debt also allows endless oppor- 
tunities for organizing. Some speak of a debtors’ strike 
or debtors’ cartel. Perhaps so, but at the very least we can 
start with a pledge against evictions. Neighborhood by 
neighborhood we can pledge to support each other if we 
are driven from our homes. This power does not solely 
challenge regimes of debt, it challenges the moral 
foundation of capitalism. This power creates a new regime. 
After all, a debt is only a promise and the world abounds 
in broken promises. Think of the promise made to us by 
the state: if we abandon any right to collectively manage 
our own affairs we will be provided with basic life 
security. Think of the promise made by capitalism: we 
can live like kings if we are willing to buy stock in our 
own collective subordination. All of this has come crashing 
down. What remains is what we are able to promise one 
another directly, without the mediation of economic and 
political bureaucracies. The revolution begins by asking 
what sorts of promises do free men and women make one 
another and how, by making them, do we begin to make 
another world? 


David Graeber is the author of Possibilities: Essays on 
Hierarchy, Rebellion and Desire and Direct Action: 
An Ethnography. 
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"We must beware of those who decry the visible forms of violence such as terrorism while perpe- 
trating the invisible, systemic forms of violence that generate the very phenomena they abhor.” 


This is the starting point for Slavoj Żiżek's recently published Violence, a collection of revolutionary 
reflections in which he draws two conclusions of particular interest to future activists and 
culture jammers. First, it is “difficult to be really violent, to perform an act that violently disturbs 
the basic parameters of social life.” Most attempts at revolutionary violence, whether left 

or right, fail to target the basic social structures underlying the systemic violence, which 
revolutionary forces strive to overcome. Zizek further concludes that sometimes doing nothing 
is in itself an act of violence capable of toppling those oppressive social structures. He ends the 
book leaving us with this revolutionary imperative: 


"The threat today is not passivity, but pseudo-activity, the urge to ‘be active, to ‘participate,’ 
to mask the nothingness of what goes on. People intervene all the time to ‘do something; 
academics participate in meaningless debates and so on. The truly difficult thing is to step back, 
to withdraw. Those in power often prefer even a ‘critical’ participation, a dialogue, to silence - just 
to engage us in ‘dialogue,’ to make sure our ominous passivity is broken. The voters’ abstention 
is thus a true political act: it forcefully confronts us with the vacuity of today's democracies. 
If one means by violence a radical upheaval of the basic social relation then, crazy and tasteless 
as it may sound, the problem with historical monsters who slaughtered millions was that they 
were not violent enough. Sometimes doing nothing is the most violent thing to do.” 


MicahWhite 
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Resistance begins by occupying and controlling the 
terrain upon which one stands, where one lives, works, 
acts and thinks. This needn't involve millions of people. 
It needn't even involve thousands. It could involve just 
a few at first. Resistance can be intimate and can begin 
in small affinity groups. The art of politics consists in 
weaving such cells of resistance together into a common 
front, a shared political subjectivity. What is going to 
allow for the formation of such a political subjectivity — 
the hegemonic glue, if you will - is an appeal to univer- 
sality, whether the demand for political representation, 
equality of treatment or whatever. 


Anarchy should not seek to mirror the archaic sovereignty 
that it undermines. That is, it should not seek to set 
itself up as the new hegemonic principle of political 
organization, but remain the negation of totality and 
not the affirmation of a new totality. Anarchy is a radical 
disturbance of the state, a disruption of the state's attempt 
to set itself up or erect itself into a whole. In our terms, 
anarchy is the creation of interstitial distance within 
the state, the continual questioning from below of any 
attempt to establish order from above. 


From Simon Critchley's Infinitely Demanding 








Because revolution in our culture has always represented an attack on 
hierarchy, it has always meant upheaval - literally a heaving up from below. 
But upheaval has no role to play in moving beyond civilization. If the plane 
is in trouble, you don't shoot the pilot, you grab a parachute and jump. 
To overthrow hierarchy is pointless, we just want to leave it behind. 


As everyone knows (especially revolutionaries), hierarchy maintains formi- 
dable defenses against attack from the lower orders. It has none, however, 
against abandonment. This is in part because it can imagine revolution, but 
it can't imagine abandonment, it couldn't defend against it, because abandon- 
ment isn't an attack, it's just a discontinuance of support. 


But won't the powers that be try to prevent people from doing nothing? I can 
imagine them trying (but I honestly need help imagining them succeeding). 


From Daniel Quinn's Beyond Civilization 
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[MEME WARFARE] 


We change the way information flows, the way we interact 
with the mass media, the way in which meaning is produced. 



































The monolithic notion of a “brand” — an infinitely dependable symbol of prosperity, happiness, 
comfort and security - is over. For nearly a century brands acted as the definitive medium 
through which we experienced capitalism. A brand’s strength came from its ability to transmit 
a consistently identical static message. Brands gave our reality a strong foundation: symbols 
dotting our mental and physical landscapes that we could use to navigate our way through life. 
But then brands began to show their age. They started to rust, chip, degrade, fall apart. All of a 
sudden brands cease to be the impenetrable fortresses of consumer relations we thought they 
were, and anyone could start a brand and do whatever he wanted with it. Gen X created flexible 
brands that catered to subterranean audiences, prompting Gen Y to embrace the idea of the 
“personal brand” - individuality expressed through a marketable system of identifiable signifiers. 
And so these slick little icons — towering planets that represented entire universes of product 
experience - were slowly deconstructed to a point of irrelevance. Our daily lives are now 
inundated by a torrent of dead images and meaningless symbols from a bygone era, leaving 
us with one very important question to answer: What's next? 
Douglas Haddow 
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SO WE'LL BE TAKING YOUR MONEY ANYWAY oe 
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The auto bailout: a new precedent in corporate irresponsibility 

You thought it was clever to buy a foreign import that had better mileage, higher resale value and superior design. 
That was foolish. You might even have gone so far as to think that after years of market share loss and budget deficits 
we would be inspired to rethink our approach and produce a line of vehicles that appealed to you, the modern consumer. 


But you forgot one extremely important bit of information: when you're as big as we are, you're too big to fail 
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We're The Big Three. Don’t Need to Compete 








HENRICH KIMERÜNG 
AMERICAN BEAUTY 


Every day your brain is submerged in the swamp of light and sound from 


thousands and thousands of commercial messages. 

Unless you want to live as a castaway on island without media, there is no 
way to avoid the subtle oppression of the ad nauseam cityscape. 

You can try to ignore the messages, or let their conflicting claims cancel 
each other out, but the information will still stick to the skin of your memory. 

It's easy to let advertisements simply slide past without batting an eye- 
lash. But what if there was a better way — an approach to life that inspired 


you to actively reject every ad that entered into your senses? 
It would be a simple game you could play in your mind that would evolve 

into an automatic response. You see an ad, you make note of the brand, ther 

you catalog and define the product as something you would never consider 

purchasing. Every ad you see or hear undergoes the same process. 

‘Soon enough the ads themselves become irrelevant white noise and their 

subconscious effect is reversed: the more ads you see, the simpler your 

life becomes. 
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Once upon a time, magazines were a content-driven 
medium that valued ingenuity, creativity and integrity. 
But as the consumer culture began to eclipse all else, 
thoughts and ideas were pushed off the page in favor 
of advertisements and product placement. 


The industry became infected by a virus of commer- 
cialism, and now the digital revolution threatens to 
destroy the medium in its entirety. But this noxious 
paradigm will ultimately meet its end and knowledge 
will once again become a valued commodity. 


Have we not tired of the photoshopped shills that 
desperately clamor for our attention every time we 
pass a magazine rack? 


Magazine and newspapers are on a fast track to 
extinction and only one route leads to salvation: 
re-establish the medium as it once was - a pillar 
of a dynamic, freethinking democratic society. 


All empires must fall. 





CESAR ALEJANDRO MONTERO OROZCO (ARCHEIDOS.COM) 


Nike is no exception. For decades we've stood by as this mega-corp has steadily 
devoured smaller brands — forcing its way into subcultures and grabbing control 
through a strategy of enforced cool, cultural piracy and financial hegemony. 

The genuine becomes generic, and massive multi-million dollar advertising campaigns 
have allowed Nike to dominate lifestyles that once defined the independent: 
skateboarding, surfing, snowboarding, running and DIY. But all empires must fall, 
and no matter how much money it pours into ultra-slick cinematic 30-second 
ТУ spots, or how many millions it spends on product placement, Nike cannot escape 
the forces of entropy. 


thefallofnike.com 


AGENCY: SAATCHI & SAATCHI, BUCHAREST 
CREATIVE DIRECTOR: NICK HINE 

ART DIRECTOR: ARTURO VITTORIOSO 
COPYWRITER: JORG RIOMMI 
ILLUSTRATOR: MIRCO BRIZI 





Tobacco use killed 100 million people worldwide in the 20th century and is 
expected to kill one billion people in the 2151, according to the World Health 
Organization. 


Instead of going after the product, let’s go after the producers: Philip Morris, 
British American Tobacco and R.J. Reynolds. In conjunction with mega- 
agencies like Leo Burnett, these companies continue to aggressively 
advertise, promote and market their deadly product to young people 
world wide, despite the human cost. 
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THOMAS CHEN EE 


For three decades Israel has refused to allow the International Atomic 
Energy Agency to inspect its highly secretive nuclear weapons 
facility at Dimona - in total defiance of UN Security Council resolutions. 
Israel has adamantly refused to participate in nuclear nonprolifera- 
tion while demanding that other countries, most notably Iran, do. 

The way to a nuclear-free Middle East is to eradicate double standards. 
Israel cannot threaten military action against Iranian nuclear facilities 
while demanding the right to maintain its own. The international 
community can no longer afford to allow Israel to act with impunity. 

It’s time to reconcile policy in the Middle East. Israel must be 
held accountable. 


<www.adbusters.org/dimona> 


Want to help give this issue greater exposure in the mainstream media? 


Go to www.adbusters.org and pitch in ten dollars to run this ad on the Op Ed page of The New York Times. 





















by Laura E. Goodin 


We had stayed up all night, my friends and J,” I read, “under 
hanging mosque lamps with domes of filigreed brass, domes 
starred like our spirits, shining like them with the prisoned 
radiance of electric hearts, For hours we had trampled our ata- 
svistic ennui into rich oriental rugs. arguing up to the last con: 
', fines of logic and blackening many reams of paper with our. 
frenzied scribbling...” 
“Oh, gaaaaawd,” said Tim. “Who wrote that? Not you I hope.” 
“ET. Marinetti. The founder of futurism.” Although this dan- 
iExggerous knowledge left me feeling breathless, I feigned a casual 
eariness. “A literary and artistic movement of the early 20th 
century, which glorifies mechanism and violence and repudi- 
Jf Fates sentimentalism.” 
Tim made a farting noise with his lips. I decided to stop 
reading aloud. 
We intend to sing the love of danger, the habit of energy 
and fearlessness, 

Marinetti had seen a future of machines and noise. The 
throbbing of engines! The wild yell of triumph as stillness was 
[shredded by turbines! But instead we were soothed by reason 
and courtesy. Where was the brilliance, the power, the drive? 
My friends and I did not gather to celebrate chaos and the ma- 

Wichine, but to rage against their passing. 
M Tonight we gathered for another reason as well. Zoltan had 
-mailed us all, his face and voice eager. “I found something I 
ave to show you. I'll bring it tonight." 
Courage, audacity and revolt will be essential elements of 
jour poetry. 
I checked my watch: time to set out. Tim was not invited. 
The four of us met in Pete's basement room. He'd done 
1$ best to purge it of the comforts his parents had in- 
stalled. We sat on chairs. The lights were fluorescent; we 
loved their steady growling. There were no plasma Louvres 
от Guggenheims on the wall to browse. The artwork Pete fa- 
'ored was crude and corporeal, and chiefly concerned with 
‘sprockets. 
ES “Look at this,” said Zoltan. “I found it at my uncle's house.” 
He took a box out of his pack. It was plain, except for a small 
Aindentation on one edge. 


| "So?" said Pete. 
COSE ENS 






watch!” Zoltan pus ed the indentation, and a screen ap- 
face. We saw pictures grow clearer and acquire depth 
and color. They showed armies — armies 一 multitudes in uniforms 
land their great machines of battle. The sounds told of struggle and 
ain. We couldn't look away. 
AR Ус. 
"s. id he mo ap, the punch n 
nally I stirred. The pictures had filled me wit! 
fury that roared in my ears like the battle machines themse 
“We've watched and watched,” I said. “We're watching now. 
Why haven't we p" ji 
They shifted in their chairs as My iron stare laid bare their timid M 
souls. One of the fluorescent lights had a persistent flicker. I liked 
> =, how it seemed as though lightning was crackling around me. 
“Carlo,” Misha began. then stopped. 
Yes?” I snapped. 
«What, exactly, do you think we should be doing?” 


“No, no, 
peared on one 


slap 
h a fervor and a 
ves. 


it excited me that 


Victory 
1 had never seen a 






nth nothra 
И; “We'll steal a са! They were still called са: 
Me arinetti and I both spoke of cars (although 
гасе). “We'll find out what speed feels like.” 
They gasped at my daring. 
We thundered up the stair 
Mine slice of sharp, cold wind 
gentle, a 5 е. 
f d a car. 
lopened the settings pan 
r from the bondage of its l 
But they had not planne 
s ыт TA am 7 x " 
MA SE s A ds 
A ру Н 
f 
M. os 


d to feel 


to the night. lache 
always 


ѕ and out int 
he air was gentle, 


as I ran, but t 


Hardly the sleek mon- 
е1 and entered 
imiters. No need 


i Aster of Marinett 
d for me. 


he sequence to 
for security ina 


free the ca 
passionless world. 
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ting for 
Чапа 
the tedious 


Dirit across the arth, along th Orbit, 
I began to Nudge the accelerator. he car whined at 
tomed Speed. Misha whined as well. We ignored him. 
miles per hour. Faster! My eyes Quivered, Search; 
they knew how to Perceive, somethi 


Past the windshield, My ears throbbed. M Pounded with the 


у 
ildness Of it! The air inside the Car was thick and damp 
Panic, Our exhilaration! The car was mine, the world wi 
€ Toad had not been desi 
BCUrved, I twitched the Wheel 
гуа i 


t shocked 

the acce]. 
lowly over to the 
ed his forehead, 


his, this was the highest 
Power, body and Machine 
mand! 
е others said Nothing. I was sure they 
each word, ext, we... 
» SO quietly that my sti ng ears could 


Shocked, 1 fell silent. 
He had Ir me. 
My fist clenched, Т knew there w; 
і like, ho do it. Twa arm clum- 
i x arm, then at 
nant. 


оте!” 
Everyone Went as stil] as death. 
E i Carlo...” 


m i Im, 2 
Пеќ thi Car and Walked back to the apartment, an age 
between each step. What had it been to stand amid the endless 





rushing flood of cars, to feel the gusts of their passage, to have no 


time for thought or regret? I wondered, with a desire like pain, 
what exhaust fumes had smelled like. 


We will glorify war — the world’s only hygiene - militarism, 
patrioti d : f freedom-bri beautifi 


When I walked through the door, Tim and his girlfriend were in 
the living room, making a wet snarl of arms and legs and tongues. 
I went to my room, lay down, and turned out the light. I stared 
and stared into the darkness. 
More than a week passed before I heard from any of my friends. 
By that time I was busy with other things, and I ignored Pete's message. 
There may have been others like me, slinking from bookshop to 
bookshop, acquiring a smell of mold, fingertips dried and cracking 
from gripping the dusty covers day after day. But I worked alone. ho 
I found books of violence, books of revolution and destruction, books 
of madness and disintegration. I brought them home under my coat. 
I put a lock on the door of my room. 


We will destroy the museums, libraries, academies of every kind, 

ill figi m femini печ rea 
cowardice, 
It took me months to find a name in the books for what I wanted 
to do, and many months after that to gather what I needed and make 
the device. 
The night that I finished my preparations, I had a dream. I was 
small, pressed close to someone's chest. My arms were wrapped 
around a neck, I wept into a shoulder, someone's hand stroked my 
back. I could not be consoled in my terror and my grief. Where are 

Y 

When I woke, I knew, as always, that it was memory, not dream. 
It was the day of my desolation. A world of order had not kept 
my mother and father safe, had not kept me from suffering and 
loneliness. Such a world was nothing but the worst of lies. It was 
no longer enough to pine after a distant past, with its forgotten 
logic of loss and agony. I would bring that past back. Pain, not 
tranquillity, was humanity's highest truth. 
I sang that truth to myself, over and over again, as I placed my 
device in the central information archives. The building was full of 
kind people and kind lies, quiet voices and smothered questions. It 
stank. I set the pack down in a corner and walked away. 
















We will sing of great crowds excited by work, by pleasure, and by ? 
riot; we will sing of the multicolored, polyphonic tides of revolution 四 7 AM ^ 
i ita) A á 
The video feeds played the scene over and over again, until three 
more devices exploded in cities across the world. Then, of course, 
coverage ceased. But they could not undo what I had begun. 


Laura E. Goodin's stories and articles have appeared in a wide variety of 
publications and her plays have been broadcast on national radio in Australia. 





NOÉ SO 


By Ziauddin Sardar 


REMEMBER MY FIRST FAST. | was nine and my 

family had just migrated from Pakistan toa 

bitterly cold London. It was 1961 and that winter 
was harsh. February, the month of Ramadan, was 
awash with snow, but the fast itself was a breeze. 
The hardest part was my mother waking me up around 
four in the morning to have something to eat to start 
the fast. The days were rather short and it was all over 
by about four in the afternoon. | was back from school 
just in time to break the fast. 

Fasting in Islam is a month-long affair. Muslims fast 
throughout the month of Ramadan, from just before 
sunrise until sunset. The Islamic calendar is based on 
the cycles of the moon. It began on July 16 of the year 
622 with the migration of the Prophet Muhammad from 
Mecca to Medina. The lunar year is shorter than the 


solar year and the months drift in relation to the seasons, 


going through all four seasons in a cycle of 32.5 years. 
Fasting in Ramadan can thus be experienced during the 
shivering cold of winter as well as in the extreme heat of 
summer when the days are very long and the fast seems 
to last forever. 

In Islam, fasting is a form of worship, both individual 
and collective, Along with daily prayers, payment of 
zakat (obligatory giving to the poor) and hajj (the 
pilgrimage to Mecca), fasting is regarded as one ofthe 
main pillars of Islam. It is obligatory for most Muslims, 
but there are exceptions. People on medication or those 
travelling can fast an equal number of days when they 
have recovered or when their journeys have ended. 
Those with prolonged afflictions or disabilities, elderly 
people and breast-feeding mothers don't have to fast at 
all. Asa substitute, they can feed a needy person or 
undertake another spiritual exercise. 

The Qur'an emphasizes the moral and spiritual ben- 
efits of fasting and suggests that the purpose of fasting 
is to teach self-restraint. During the fast, Muslims are 


required to abstain from food and drink as well as from 
sex and all disorderly, abusive and aggressive behavior. 
But fasting should not disconnect you from your worldly 
affairs. You continue with your daily life. However, you are 
more focused on prayer, service to humanity and remem- 
brance of God. 

Ramadan is the month during which the revelations of 
the Quran began. The Prophet Muhammad was meditat- 
ing in the Cave of Hira, near Mecca, when he “received” 
the first verse of the Qur'an. "Read in the name of Your 
Lord who created. He created men from a clinging form. 
Read, your Lord is the Most Bountiful One who taught 
by the pen, who taught man what he did not know." So 
Ramadan marks the beginning of Islam. The word Qur'an 
literally means reading or recitation. And during Ramadan 
the whole Qur'an is read from cover to cover. 

This happens during extra evening prayers, which are 
held in congregation. The Imam, who leads the prayer, 
begins with the first chapter of the Qur'an on the first day 
of Ramadan, reciting the sacred text loudly, He moves on 
from chapter to chapter, passage to passage, each night, 
finishing the complete Qur'an on the last day of Ramadan. 
Not surprisingly, these prayers tend to be quite long, 
lasting for to two or three hours. In addition, more 
pious individuals may read the Qur'an silently at home. 

But the fasting month has another important signifi- 
cance. The function of fasting is to experience the pains 
of hunger and thirst. This enables those who fast to under- 
stand and appreciate the experience of those who are less 
fortunate than themselves. Fasting moves us to do some- 
thing to help the poor and the needy. Thus Ramadan is not 
just the month of fasting, it is also the month of giving. 
Muslims pay their zakat during Ramadan. The minimum is 
2.5 percent of one’s annual income, but depending on one's 
property and wealth, it can be much more. 

While fasting is a way of purifying one’s body, zakat is 
a way of purifying one's wealth. In Islam, fasting has no 
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meaning if one continues to live, eat and drink from an 
income that has not been purified by giving the poor and 
the needy what is their due - their right to one's wealth. 

їп addition to zakat, most Muslims also give sadqa, or 
charity. Ramadan is the month when most charity is 
given and charitable deeds are done. In Britain, Muslim 
charities such as Islamic Relief and Muslim Aid collect 
millions of pounds in zakat and sadqa during Ramadan 
from the Muslim community. Some of this money is 
distributed to the deprived segments of British Muslim 
communities, but most goes to development projects in 
the Third World. Ramadan is also the month when many 
young Muslims sign up to do voluntary work overseas. 

The month of fasting is also a great social lubricant. 
Traditionally you invite your relatives and friends to open 
their fast at your house. Or you go to their house. Or you 
go, food in hand, to the mosque. During Ramadan the 
mosques are the best places to eat. Worshippers bring 
as much food as they can. Since they come from differ- 
ent cultural and ethnic backgrounds, one can experience 
the best of home cooking from almost every part of the 
world. The cultural origins of worshippers in my mosque 
in Hendon, for example, range from India and Pakistan, 
Turkey and Somalia, Egypt and South Africa to Indonesia 
and Uzbekistan. 

In many Muslim countries, Ramadan ushers in some 
significant changes in daily routine. In Saudi Arabia, for 
example, day becomes night and night becomes day. 

Once the cannon is fired to announce the start of the fast, 
the country goes to sleep. The streets are deserted: offices, 
shops and business establishments are closed, opening for 
only a few hours between ten and one. Signs of life start 
just before sunset. By the time the cannons have been fired 
again, this time to announce the end of the fast, the whole 
country becomes vibrant with excitement. The skylines 
are illuminated with a riot of color, and streets and alley- 
ways are crowded with people all rushing to buy food to 
break their fast. 

Excitement mounts as we move toward the end of 
Ramadan, which is marked by a festival called Eid ul-Fitr. 
The month formally ends when the new moon is sighted. 

In most Muslim countries, children would be out every 
night looking for the new moon. Islam places a great deal 
of emphasis on direct connection between the human and 


the cosmos. The idea is to feel the ripple of time, to be 
as close to nature as possible. Hence, the insistence on 
physical sighting of the new moon by human eyes. 

Eid is celebrated with gifts and parties. But the most 
important thing is new clothing. Everyone dresses in their 
finest new clothes. And here, once again, the fast only 
retains its meaning if you ensure that your neighbors, too, 
are catered for. Giving of new clothes, especially to chil- 
dren and particularly to orphans, is a long tradition in 
many Muslim countries. 

The period of celebration varies from region to 
region. In the Indian subcontinent Eid lasts three days. 

In some African countries it continues for seven days 
and in Southeast Asia it can last up to a whole month. 

There are cultural variations in how the end of Ramadan 
is celebrated. Street carnivals are common in the Middle 
East and the Indian subcontinent. In Malaysia and 
Indonesia there is a tradition of “open house." People in 
the neighborhood know which house is "open" so they 
can simply walk in to partake in the celebratory feast. 
When | lived in Kuala Lumpur during the 1990s, | would 
spend the whole month following Ramadan simply 
eating at other people's open houses - including those 
of complete strangers. 

In Britain, Eid is the time to visit all the friends you 
wanted to see but couldn't get around to visiting. On the 
whole, the end of Ramadan is a time when people com- 
pete with each other in generosity. 

In Islam, the idea of fasting is bound up with two 
intrinsic notions. First, fasting is connected to effort: 
Ramadan is the month when Muslims make extra effort 
to be close to God through fasting, reading the Qur'an and 
servicing humanity. Second, it is connected to spontane- 
ously doing good. Fasting is inherently good but it also 
leads to good actions. Ramadan is thus the month when 
Muslims demonstrate their good intentions toward others 
and show these intentions by concrete deeds. In the end, 
fasting is all about walking, with humility and reverence, 
towards God. 


Ziauddin Sardar is the author of Balti Britain: 

A Journey Through the British Asian Experience. 

This article first appeared in the November/December 2008 
issue of Resurgence magazine, www.resurgence.org. 
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... the majority of politicians, on 
the evidence available to us, are 
interested not in truth but in 
power and in the maintenance 

of that power. To maintain that 
power it is essential that people 
remain in ignorance, that they live 
in ignorance of the truth, even the 
truth of their own lives. 

What surrounds us therefore is a 
vast tapestry of lies, upon which 
we feed. 

Harold Pinter, 1930-2008, from his ac- 
ceptance speech for the 2005 Nobel Prize 
in Literature 
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It is the end of the dinner partv. Mv wife leaves the room to 
fetch coffee from the kitchen. Her friends talk loudly and laugh in 
quick, successive bursts at the other end of the table. At my end, 
a professional couple talk literature between themselves. lam 
left silent and alone next to the woman | love. 

She is pale, with a neat, black bob and dangling silver earrings "m 
She carries a little endearing weight around the face and some- © 
times snorts when she laughs. | find every inch of her attractive, | 
even down to the little orange spots on her behind. ^ 

I long to make contact with her, to touch her or talk to her, 
but though we sit beside each other, we are as distant as stars. 

I catch her watching me through the corner of her eyes. When 
| meet her gaze she looks away. | look around at the other guests; 
they are completely absorbed in their own interactions. | look 
toward the kitchen. I can hear the kettle beginning to boil. | fix 
my eyes straight ahead and talk quietly. 

“Hold my hand." 

She looks across at me. "What?" 

I know she is frowning. "Why?" she asks. 

Hook at her. "Just hold my hand.” 

Her eyes grow wide and round. They are sad, empty basins 
I can barely stand to look at. | imagine my own eyes must look the 
same to her: stark and desperate. 

Then | feel her fingers wrap around mine under the table. They 
are soft and clammy like a child’s. My own shake nervously. | take 
hold of her hand with a firm grip. The smell of freshly-poured cof- 
fee reaches my nostrils from the kitchen. | feel time slipping away 
with her fingers. 

| could speak to her, or throw down my cards and kiss her or run 
away with her and be free to make love to her tonight, but I don't. 
Just feeling the skin of her palm against mine has to be enough. 

My wife comes through the door with a tray of steaming coffee 
cups. l hold on tightly to my lover's fingers. She tries to pull away, 
but | won't allow it. My wife places the tray on the table. | try 
desperately to keep holding my lover's hand, but she yanks it 
away violently. It knocks against the table leg, causing the coffee 
cups to clink. My eyes shoot up towards my wife. She does not 
appear to notice. l clear my throat and shift in my chair. All of a 
sudden, my muscles seem to cry out for movement. | feel them 
trying to force me out of the room. I push back my chair and rise 
to my feet. 

“Excuse me.” 

I catch my wife's eyes as | stand. l ат surprised by what | see. 
Her look is vague and wistful like my lover's. | only see a snap- 
shot of emotion, but it is painful and frozen. In that split-second 
I see every doubt, every regret, every could-have-been, 
should-have-been, is, was and will be. | only see a short, impas- 
sioned glimpse, but it is stark and stirring all the same. | look away. 











You Touch Me 
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It is too cold in this bar. Every time the door 
swings open, a breeze comes in. My friends have 
noticed it too; most of them have put their jumpers 
back on. | didn’t bring a jumper out this evening, 

I didn't fancy carrying one. Now my arms are 
covered in goose bumps. 

I sit on a wonky barstool, my elbow resting on 
the bar behind me. One of my friends, perhaps the 
best friend | have made since | arrived in this city, 
sits beside me. The rest of our group stands ina 
semicircle around us, chatting in deep, male voices 
and laughing loudly. I am quiet and contemplative 
on my barstool. 

I have only known these people for a few weeks. 
A couple of days ago | realized why I feel so apart 
from them. They never touch each other. Not 
unless they have to. There are no slaps on the 
back, no handshakes and no hair ruffles. These 
are not the kind of men to touch, or be touched by. 
They walk like real men: self-affirming, upright. 

I don't feel like this kind of man. 

I notice the bare skin of my friend's arm. His arm 
is resting limply on his leg. It is within inches of 
mine. | move my arm closer to his. | do it subtly, he 
can't notice. | feel tense and excited. | move it closer. 
The hairs on my arm stand on end. They are drawn 
to his. | look away and let my arm drop towards him. 
I feel nothing. I look down. His arm has moved and 
my hidden break for a connection has been foiled. 
| have missed. | wonder if his movement was inten- 
tional, if he had noticed me trying to touch him. 
| doubt it. | hope he didn't. l don't want to give 
myself away. 

My need to be touched gains momentum. 

As | shift my weight slightly, my stool wobbles. 

It gives me an idea. | glance across at the friend 
standing to my left. He is a short, stocky lad with 
muscular arms. He is perfect for my plan. | rock a lit- 
tle on my stool and prepare myself. Then | rock sud- 
denly to one side and let the legs of the stool buckle 
underneath me. The stool tips towards my friend 
and | fall. As l fall, he sidesteps. | crash onto the 
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floor. My friends cheer and no one helps me up, but 
1 can see in their eyes that they are not being vindic- 
tive. I stand up and fake a smile. 

Behind my forced smile is anger. | will be touched. 

I stand and make a final attempt at contact. 

I walk quickly through the group and try to brush 
shoulders with someone, but they all move aside. 
As | leave the circle, a tall, skinny boy with a shaven 
head blocks my path to the toilet. Anew idea comes 
to my mind. | only have a second to decide whether 
| want to go through with it. The rowdy sounds 
around me, the smell of stale lager and the taste of 
salted peanuts in my mouth fade to nothing. AII I 
have is the boy in front of me and the electricity in 
my fingers. One second. | will be touched. 

The boy looks at me as if to question why | am 
still in front of him. | answer him. | raise my fist and 
punch the stranger square in the face. | don't smack 
him too hard; I don't really want to hurt him. The 
boy falls down. The first thing | feel is the sting in 
my knuckles. I see the boy is bleeding. Then | hear 
the commotion. | stand still as the boy's friends 
rush over from the other side of the bar. l wince and 
let them give it to me. The first boy hits me hard in 
the face. | take it gladly. | keep my arms by my sides 
and fall back. My short, stocky friend slips both 
arms under my armpits and holds me. | let him take 
my weight in his big arms. More of my friends rush 
in front of me and hold off the stranger's gang. The 
lad who holds me helps me to my feet. His arms 
are still on my chest. Another friend holds my arm. 
Another has a hand over my shoulder. lam no longer 
cold. | feel the blood pulse in my temples. My friends’ 
fingers are cool and refreshing on my shirt and skin. 
They hold me back from fighting. But | do not want 
to fight. | have no need to fight now. My knuck- 
les still sting and the bruise on my cheek hurts like 
hell, but for the first time in weeks, | feel satisfied. 

The madness and confusion continues all around 
me. l stand still and absorb my friends’ hands all 
over my body. 





I stand in front of the first installation of the 
gallery and adjust my glasses. 

It is a tall, white box with a small video screen 
set into it at chest height and a mirror at head 
height. There is one image on the video screen. 
It makes me uneasy. 

The screen shows a man masturbating in the 
desert. He kneels on the sand and strokes his 
penis slowly. | scratch my shoulder and turn to 
see if anyone else is in the gallery. І see no one. 

I look up at the mirror. My face looks nervous 
anda little guilty. The flush in my face tigles just 
under the skin. | rub my red cheeks anxiously. 

I look back at the screen. The man is still 


masturbating, more vigorously now. He has no 
body hair and nothing is hidden. | readjust my 
glasses. The camera remains unmoved. There is 
nothing else to look at, except for my face in the 
mirror. 
| check over my shoulder again, then lean 
forward and strain my eyes to catch the expres- 
sion on the man's face. As | do, the image zooms 
quickly to the man's erection. | jump back. The 
screen forces me to look back up to the mirror. 
Hook horrified. So easily embarrassed. But! 
have to stay. 

“You enjoying the exhibition?” 

| jump out of my skin at the sudden voice 








behind me. | almost fall over. The newcomer puts 
a reassuring hand on my shoulder. 
“You alright there?” 
| turn my head to look at them. My heart is rac- 
ing. It isa man, a young bohemian with weak 
stubble and a little black hat, probably a student. 
I'm not sure what to say to him. | look back to 
where I was looking. It's the exhibition. | have to 
keep looking now. 
“What do you think?” 
I fiddle with my collar for a second, then shake 
my head and shrug. The words don't come. 
"I'm not sure what it's about myself,” says 
the student. 





I'm not sure either. The man in the desert 


continues to taunt me. 
“Is it aesthetics without commentary, ora 
commentary on aesthetics?” 

I have nothing clever to say. l just keep looking 
at the screen and keep longing to be able to leave. 
The man on the screen is cumming as | do. А сот- 
mentary on aesthetics... 

The man stays put in front of the screen and | 
hear the sound of his fingernails scratching the 
hair on his head as | walk away. 


Joe Bedford writes fiction and reviews for 
literary magazines. 
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The Enigma Of Being 
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Jean-Luc Nancy 


The essence of existence is being 
with. So writes Jean-Luc Nancy 
in his seminal work Being Singular 
Plural. A French philosopher 
in the tradition of Derrida and 
Heidegger, Nancy believes the key 
to understanding the world we 
inhabit is understanding that we 
share it with others. Individually 
and collectively we are all singular 
pluralities and plural singularities. 
Because for Nancy all existence is 
co-existence, we cannot accurately 
speak of an “I,” only of a “We.” 
Removing the individual from the 
center of thought, Nancy creates 
a fundamental ontology in which 
our thinking orbits the collective 
comprehension of togetherness. 
Far from the dystopic world of Ayn 
Rand's Anthem — where “I” has been 
banished from language in favor 
of the totalitarian “We” - Nancy 
isn’t out to obliterate the individual. 
His vision is of a world in which 
difference flourishes, where 
singularities are acknowledged and 
accepted and where “We” are not 
forced into false unities of society, 
community or state. 


ONE FLAG 


We received over a thousand entries to our One Flag 
Competition, and itwasn'teasy to choose the best 
among them. We've narrowed the field down to what 
we believe ate the top 20 entries. The rest is up to you. 
Please go online to adbusters.org/oneflag and vote. 





[THE ETERNAL ROUND] 


Rather than print a flag and create more material waste, my 
idea is to have everyone make their own flag. Have them 
get an old sheet from their cupboards and cut it to specific 
measurements. Have them grab all the old rags and tattered 
clothes they were going to bin, cut them up and sew them 
on the flag. Have them add buttons, ribbons and other 
decorations. Have them make their own flags with their own 
identities. 

The ring shape symbolizes the end of a self-centered planet, 
it Shows that we understand there's a hole that needs to be 
fixed. It symbolizes an eternal round: this problem is global 
and it spans into the past just as much as it spans into the 
future. There's also the fact that all circles are made up of 
tiny straight lines thats why the earth can be flat and yet 
round. We all walk a straight path together and create one 
circle, Sewn to each other, sewn to the planet, sewn to our 
own history and identity. 

Don't let people take the easy option: flying their flag while 
Watching TV. Have them working, constructing and crafting, and 
they will appreciate their relationship to planet earth a lot more. 


Yours sincerely, 
Vikki Miller 


Shifting Allegiances 
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In May 1968, the Situationist-inspired Paris riots set off a chain re- 
action of refusal against consumer capitalism. First students, then 
workers, then professors, nurses, doctors, bus drivers and a piecemeal 
league of artists and anarchists took to the streets. They erected bar- 
ricades, fought with police, occupied offices, factories, railway depots, 
theaters and university campuses, sang songs, issued manifestoes, 
sprayed slogans like “Live Without Dead Time” and “Down with the 
Spectacular-Commodity Culture" all over Paris. The first wildcat gener- 
al strike in history spread rapidly, first around Paris, then France and 
then to hundreds of cities and campuses around the world. For a few 
heady weeks a tantalizing question hung in the air: What if the whole 
world turned into Paris? Could this be the beginning of the first glob- 
al revolution? 


But the moment passed. Order was restored and “normal” life re- 
sumed. For the next 40 years, Spectacular-Commodity Culture not 
only ruled, it intensified in strength and scope. Its hold over us tight- 
ened, choking our collective imagination and quieting our revolution- 
ary spirit. For three long generations, it's been the only game in town, 


But now the embers of insurgency are beginning to smolder again. 


Young people in the West are pissed off as they stare into an increas- 
ingly empty and precarious future. If Obama's stimulus packages 

fail and Sarkozy's “new capitalism" doesn't catch hold, “hope and 
change” will be mere campaign slogans — bearing no connection to 
reality. Left with forfeited promises, ravaged planetary ecosystems and 
forced to deal with the massive debt left to them by their parents, no 
amount of rhetoric will douse their generational discontent. Out of 
this frustration and anger, a charismatic new leader —a “Lily the Red” 
— may suddenly appear in Berlin, or Berkeley or maybe Beijing and 
spark a wave of protests around the world. The riots in Greece may 
just be a taste of things to come... 


The recent food riots may also be a harbinger of the rising revolution. 
The world’s one billion slum dwellers are the real victims of the eco- 
nomic collapse and it's only a matter of time before a passionate lead- 
er — ап "Abdul the Avenger” — emerges among them to call for a jihad 
against the decadent West. His fiery speeches will trigger massive pro- 
tests against the richest one billion, whose economic philosophies 
and immoral five-planet lifestyles are accelerating climate change and 
propagating misery and inequity throughout the world. He will lead 
the call for a radical new frugality in Western lifestyles, repayment 

of the West's ecological debt and a democratic overhaul of the UN 
Security Council, the IMF and World Bank. 





This year, or maybe next... our neoliberal world order will explode like 
a million fireworks against the night sky. And as the smoke clears, we 
will find that the sky has lightened and a new era has dawned. 


fer He ita, Kable 


GREEN 


Alberta tar sands carbon production = 3X conventional ой production 
expected carbon emissions by 2015 = TIS megatonnes per annum water/ 
oll ratio = 4 bl of fresh water needed to extract one bl of oil 
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